2 
* 
— 

Wy 


: 
4 — 
= — __o_y_ 
wy > 
— 
"4 
% | 
©. 
7 
f — 
of y 
4 | | 
| ' J > 
A 1 
55 
* 0 
$ 


— 


1 The DrRAMATICE 
WORKS 
1 
Jun Dryden, Eſq; 
VoLuMe the FourTH. 


CONTAINING, 


The State of Inxo- || ALL for Lovz: Or, 
CENCE, and the FALL |} the World well Loft. 

_ of Max. [| Liuzztanan: Or, 

AvunEnce-Zent : Or, the KD-KEEPER. 
GREAT Mocur.  OEp1yvs. 


— 


— 


— ————— 


L 0 N D 0 N: 
Printed for Jacon Toxson at Shakeſpear's Head 


ov K atharine-Street in the Strand. 
MDCC XVII. 


* 
-- 
« 
6 OY 
— 
* 
- -» oy 1 4 2 
* 
” 
* 
* 
. 
* -- 
* 
— 
. 
« . 
* 


THE 


State of Innocence, 


AND fn. 
FALL of MAN. 
« : 5"; ll X 

OPER A. 


Written in Heroick VzrsE. 


———[hices med dicere poſſem 
Carmine digna Dea: Certe eft Dea Carmine digna. 
Ovid. 2 


Printed in the FEAR MDCCXVII. 


TT 


1 
. 


2 TO HER 
L HIHNES 
THE * | 


DI 
e 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
other. But I confeſs, Madam, I am already by- 
aſd'd in my Choice: I can —_— to 2 
the Praiſe of Your Illuſtrious Family, and that 
Glory which you derive from a long continu'd 
Race of Princes, famous for their Actions both in 
Peace and War : I can give up to the Hiſtorians 
of your Country, the Names of ſo mar y Gene- 
tals and Heroes which croud their Annals; and 
to our own, the Hopes of thoſe which you are to 
produce for the Br:zi#þ Chronicle. I can yield, 
without Envy, to the Nation of Poets, the Fami- 
Jy of Efte, to which Arioſto and Taf/o have ow'd 
their Patronage; and to which the World has 
ow'd their Poems: But I could not without ex- 
tream Reluctance reſign the Theme of your Beau» 
ty to another Hand. Give me leave, Madam, 
to acquaint the World that I am Jealous of this 
Subject; and let it be no Diſhonour to you, that 
after having rais'd the Admiration of ind, 
you have inſpir'd one Man to give it Voice. But 
with whatſoever Vanity this new Honour of be- 
ing your Poet has fill'd my Mind, I confeſs my 
ſelf too weak for the Inſpiration; the Prieſt was 
always unequal to the Oracle: The God within 
him was too mighty for his Breaſt : He labour'd 
of the Myſtery left behind, than Divinity it ſelf 
could enable him to expreſs. I can but diſcover 
a Part of your Excellencies to the World; and 
'that too according to the Meafure of my own 
_ Weakneſs. Like thoſe who have ſurvey'd the 
Moon by Glaſſes, I can only tell of a new and 
- ſhini orld above us, but not relate the Riches 
and Qtories of the Place. Tis therefore that I 
have already wav'd the Subject of your Greatneſs, 
to reſign my ſelf to the Contemplation of what 
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are fallen into an Age of illiterate, cenſorious, and 
ing People, who thus qualified, ſet up for Criticks. 


In the firſt place I muſt take leave to tell them, that 
they wholly miſtake the Nature of Criticiſm, who think 
its Buſineſs is princ pally to find Fault. Criticiſm, as it 
was firſt inſtituted by Ariſtotle, was meant a Standard of 
Judgin well. The chicteſt part of which is, to obſerve 
1 which ſhould delight a reaſonable Rea- 
der. It —. the As A and = 
eſſions of a Poem, as m 
—_— Genius of made, apy br 2 his 
Judgment in favcur of the Author. Tis malicious and 
unmanly to ſnarl at the little lapſes of a Pen, from which 
Virgil himſelf ſtands not exempted. Horace acknowledges 
that honeſt Homer nodds ſometimes: He is not equally a- 
wake in every Line: But he leaves it alſo 24 
——Non, Ui plura nitent in Carmine, paucis 

Offendi maculis, quas aur incuria fudit, 
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Soul, makes it ſeem to us, that we behold th 
to admire them. 


dur Adverſaries; and more than any 


— ds on what before I hinted, is Bc of 
Expreſſion is not to be blam'd, if it be manag'd by the 
Coolneſs and Diſcretion, which is neceſſary to a Poet. 


Vet before I leave this Subject, I cannot but take no- 


tice how diſ- ingenuous our Adverſaries appear: All that 


is dull, infipid, languiſhing and without Sinews in a Poem, 
they call an Imitation of Nature: They only offend our 
moſt equitable Ju who think 7 and 
lively Images and Elocution, are never to be forgiven. 


What Fuſtian, as they call it, have I heard theſe Gen- 


tlemen find out in Mr. Cowley's Oles? I acknowledge my 


maging is, in it ſelf, the ighth and life of Poe- 
iy. "Fi as Lin deſcribes it, a 
a kind of Enthuſiaſm, or extraordinary 
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If Poetry be Imitation, that part of it 
beſt, which deſcribes moſt lively our A 
fions ; our Virtues and our Vices; 
Humours: For neither is Comedy wi 
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them are things quite out of Nature: Others, ſuch where- 


of we cum have no Nation? This is the Jt Refuge of 
had the Wit to object againſt us. The Anſwer is cafie ta 
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PREFACE. 


new Word) but 


being diſſolv'd in Eat, and Songs of Triumph. Mr. 
4% lies as open too in many places. 


Where their vaſt Courts the Mother Waters keep, c. 
For if the maſs of Waters be the Mothers, then their Daugh- 


| un, the Howe Dems, ger bound in ot 
y to make Court ſie to them, and ask them Bleſſing. How 
= caſic tis to turn into ridicule the beſt ipti when 

once a Man is in the Humour of laughi ill he wheezes 


i; at his own dull Jeſt! but an I which is ſtrongly and 
8 beautifully ſet before the Eyes of the Reader, will ſtill be 
| Poetry, when the merry fit is over; and laſt when the. 
| | other is forgotten. 4 


1 promis d to fay ſomewhat of Poetick Licence, but have 
i antici my Diſcourſe already. Poetick Licence 
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30 The Starz of Innocence, 
In liquid Burnings, or on to dwell, 

Is all the fd Vater of Hell 

But ſee, the Victor has recall'd, from far, 

Th avenging Storms, his Miniſters of War: 

His Shafts are ſpent, and his tir d Thunders ſleep; 
Nor longer bellow thro? the boundleſs Deep. 

Beſt take th Occaſion, and theſe Waves forfake, 
While time is givin. Ho, 4ſmeday, awake, 

If thou art he: But ah! how chang'd from him, 
Companion of my Arms! how wan! how dim! 
How faded all thy Glories are! I fee > 

My ſelf too well, and my own „in thee. 

Aſmoday. Prince of the Thrones, who, in the Fields of 
Led'ſt forth th imbatte'd Seraphim to . — 
Who ſhook the Pow'r of Heavens 
Had broke it too, if not upheld by _ 
But now thoſe Hopes are fled: Thus low we lie, } 


Fhut from his Day, and that contended Sky, 
And loſt, as far as heay'nly Forms can die; 
Yet, not all periſh'd: We deſie him ſtill, 


= with our unconquer'd Will. 


Afm. — — 
Erefted by thy Voice. 
ee on the Lake 


Our Troops like ſcatter'd Leaves in Autumn lie: 
Firſt let us raiſe our ſelves, and ſeck the dry, 


ar more eaſie 
—From the Beach, 


Thy wikhniws Voice the Gods will reach, 
wake th immortal Senſe which Thunders Noiſe 
Had quell'd, and had driv'n within em. 
12. Wich Wings wide, our ſelves we Urear, 
And fly incumbent on the dusky Air: 8 
Hell, new Lord receive. 
** cannot envy me an Empire here. 


Ab. Thus far we have pr 


and FALL of Man. 31 
Lacif. Dominions, Pow'rs, ye Chiefs of Heay'n's bright - 
(Of Heay'n, once yours; but now, in Battel, loſt) [Hoſts 
Wake from your Slumber: Are your Beds of Down ? 
you ſo eaſie there? Or fear the Fron 
Of him who threw you thence, and joys to {cc 
Your abject State confeſs his Victory? 
Riſe, riſe, ere from his Battlements he view 
Your proſtrate Poſtures, and his Bolts renew, 
To ftrike you deeper down. 
* hey wake, they hear, 
pac ptr ward pom har y Fever y ne ir Fear; 
nd on] th appointed Si "= 
Lcif, Riſe from the Flood, hither wing your Way, 
Moloch from the Latte.] Thine to command; our part 


tis to obey. | 
[The reſt of the Devils riſe up, and fly to the Land, 
Lucif. So, now we are our gc pda og 
Fit to tempt Fate, once more, for what we loſt. 
T' oerleap th Etherial Fence, or if ſo high 


| Fl 
ſtrong: Should he be forc'd to bow, 
ours again; Tis juſt to win 
; Vattempt, and fail, is fin, 2 
d as we we, we're yet from Homage free; 
Hell, at leaſt, gain'd Liberty: 3 


I would not ſtoop, to purchaſe all above; . 
And ſhould contemn a Pow'r whom Pray'r could move, 


As one unworthy to have u me. 
Beelzebub. Mobech, in that, are reſoly'd like thee. 
The means are unpropos d; but tis not fit 
Our dark Divas in publick * 
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32 The STATz of IxNOer xen, 


e inſt the Thunderer, 
| N. nn Er rele ils bear. 
| if. A — . n high; 


Speak, (for we therefore meet) 
It Peace you chuſe, your Suffrages declare; 


Sathan. I agree, 
With this brave Vote; and if in Hell there be 
Heav n is our own again: 
all obtain. ; 
ern Succeſs 
our Danger leſs, 
Seraph, and Cherub, careleſs of their Charge, 
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and FAL of Man. 27 
That no Etherial Paraſite come | 
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— 2 thrice * and flow, 


T7 our IIls, and tell 
2 . Before 


mach approve; what Time remains 


are nd Mak, in the Vale ad Fils, 
er Joy ſo fad a Climate yields. 


ACT IL SCENE J. 
SCENE A Champaign Country. 


—— and Flowers 


Adam, Wr am I? or from whence? For that l 


Kiſ 
I know, becauſe I think; but whence I came, Far 
Or how this Frame of mine began to be, a 

What other Being can diſcloſe to me? 

I move, I ſee, I ſpeak, diſcourſe, and know, 

Though now I am; I was not always ſo. 

Then that from which I was, muſt be before; 
Whom, as my Spring of Being, I adore. 
How full of Ornament is all I view 


In all its Parts! and ſeems as beautiful as new: 


35 The Starr of [Imnocence, 
O y order'd Work! O Pow'r Divine, 
thee I am, and what I am is thine! 

Raphael deſcends to Adam in 4 Cloud. . 
Raphael. Firſt of Mankind, made o'er the World to reign, 
Whoſe fruitful Loins an unborn Kind contain, | 


to think and know; 
If fuch could fall from Bliſs, who knew and faw, 
By near Admiſſion, their Creator's Law, 
What Hopes have I, from Heay'n remote ſo far, 
To keep thoſe Laws, unknowing when I err? 
Repbach, Right 
Tb' Eternal, as his 
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| When I begin to ſpeak, irs it moves; 
| | e 
Yet when I would embrace, it will not ſtay: 


Loft cer tis held; when neareſt, far away. | 
4 fair, yet falſe; ah Being form d to cheat, 


bening Kindneß. mixt with deep Det. 
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and FALL of Man: 

Thus I, with Heav'n, divided Empire gain; 

Seducing Man, I make his Project vain. 

Sr 
31 retire. 


of Joys, as if Heav'n meant to ſhew 
What, in Matters, ſuch a Hand could do: 
Or was his Virtue , and he no more = 
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gu | Adam and Eve. | 

Adam. Q Trange was your Dream, and full of fad Portene: 1 
| Avert it /Heav'n (if i z ! 
— n thy Foes the ire Proſe vom lies with ſent: ) 
o us be good and eaſy, i Pp | 

3 Vor. * * Eve. | 
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Branches meet. 


Adam. Well has thy Care advis dz tis tit we haſte; 


Nature's too kind, and follows us too faſt; 


by Night away 


our Labours done 
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Lacif. Methinks the Beauties of this Place ſhould mourn, 
Thy immortal Fruits, and Flowers at my return 
_ 2 
Is now more pois nous, and has gather'd Deat 

to blaſt the whole Creation's Frame: 


1 would not more; to touch, a Crime, prove: 
Touching is a remoter Taſte in Love. mY 
i | C4 


bolder Ignorance? 

Creſt the Trunk infold : 
Inguiſh'd o'er with Gold, 

in its native Wealth, was torn 
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Factions in his Heav n. 
how your Form was firſt deſign d? 


does Poſſeſſion . 
id 


form''d us muſt be infinite. 
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you, he 


wiſe to hazard 


The SrATE of Innocence, 


As wile, as fit to be ador'd, as he. 
Alas, who dares 


EF 
Lari. W 
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For his own Int'reſt he this Law has gi 
Gaſs, Flow'rs, and Fruits; 
Their Mould Was baſe; twas 


Such Beauty 
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| Perhaps, far hid in Heav n, he does not ſpy, 
And none of all his Hymning Guards are nigh 
. may Crime thll Gare. [xi 
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| Eve, Ti done; Fil venture all and 


ACT v. SCENE I. 
SCENE Pat. 


40 The Stars of [nxocrncx; 

No; he ſhall eat, and die with me, or live: 

Our equal Crimes ſhall equal Fortune give. 
Ber A 


Adam. 
Adam. What Joy, without your Sight, has Earth in ſtore! 
While you were . Eden was no more. 


Winds murmur'd, through the Leaves, your long delay; 
And Fountains, o'er — Pebbles chid your ws 
Bu with your Preſence cheer'd, they ceaſe to mourn, 
Ane Walks wear freſher Green, at your Return. 

Eve. Henceforth you never ſhall have cauſe to chide; 
No future Abſence ſhall our Joys divide: 
"Twas a ſhort Death my Love neer try'd before, 


And therefore ſtrange; but yet the Cauſe was more. 
Adam. My ing Heart forebodes ſome 11]; I fear 
To ask that Cauſe which I deſire to hear. 


What means that lovely Fruit? what means (alas!) 
That Blood, which fluſhes guilty in your Face? 
Speak - do not — yet, at laſt, I muſt be told. 
| Eve. Have Courage then: tis manly to be bold. | 
— why doſt thou ſhake? no Death is nigh: 
*Tis what I taſted 8 "Pp 
Adam. Is it—(I dare not it all at ; 
Doubt is ſome Eaſe to thoſe who fear the worſt:) 
Say, tis not. 
Eve. ——"Tis not what thou need'ſt to fear: 
What row th ie ole Prue cope? | 
We have cozen'd; and had ſtill 
firſt to know. 


bluſh to fa 
me firſt the way. 


Fall of Max- Cr 
More wiſe, more „all I wiſh to be, | 
Were 1 but fure, alas! of X 
Adam. Y have ſhown how m 


Muſt I without you, then, in wild Woods dwell? 

Think, and but think of what I lov'd fo well, 

Condemr'd-to live with Subjects ever mute; 

A Salvage Prince, unpleas d t | abſolute. | 

Eve. Pleaſe then your ſelf with me; and freely taſte, 

Let Gifting in egres, you chimm ws lt = 
Prin in * 

Unequal Love, when tis 
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Eve. O wond'rous Pow'r of n Love expreſt: 


Adam. What cer ſhall be the Event, the Lot is caſt: 
Where Appetites are giv'n, what Sin to taſte? 
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Raph. 
Acts through all Places; is to none confin'd: - 
Fills Ocean, Earth, and Air, and all above, 


The SCENE hit, and diſcovers Deaths of 
ſeveral Sorts. A Battel at Land, and a Naval 
Fight. 


Adam. O wretched Off. ip ing! O unhappy State 
Of all Mankind, by me betray's to Fate! _ 
Born, through my Crime, to be Oſſchders firft ; 

And, for thoſe Sins they could not ſhun, accurſt. 
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hechuſe 
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Heav ul 


have ſeen: Now ſee your Race revive, 


Death you 
* * 


and FAL. L. of Max. 


O Goodneſs Infinite! whoſe 
ch Good produce, from ſo much I 


will 


Fi 


frailer Innocence. 
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my 


State! 
unchang 


and with no Sorrow mixt: 
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ae, and 
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hus arm d, meet fir 


be 


indulgent 


own Eaſe, and not look back to ſee. 
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I can but half 
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on tar Eaſtern Hill, 
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Wave 
like Meteors 


all; I will 
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the Guards, from 
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His Majzsrv's Servants. 
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Printed in the Yzan MDCCXVIL 


EAR! of Mor. LORAVE, 
Gentleman of his Majeſty's Bed-Cham- 


ber, and Knight of the moſt Noble 
Order of the Garter. 


1 :agn bas made on Princes, That 
WS . not, in reaſon, to have 
—_ = any Expectations of Favour from 
= them; and that tis Kindnefs enough, 

if they leave us in Poſſeſſion of our 
boldneſs of the Cenſure ſhows the 


\ - 


: 


A uerior Perſons. For in all Courts, there are too 
many, who make it their Buſineſt to ruin Wit: 


I. in particular, ho ſubſiſt wholly 
by his Bounty, am oblig'd to give-Poſtcrity s far 
other Account of my oz > Ag what 
Montaign has left of his. Thoſe Accuſations had 
had been plac'd on 


And Montaign, in other places, tells us, what Ef- 
fects he found of theit good Natures. He deſcribes 
them ſach, whoſe Ambition, Laſt, or private In- 
tereſt, ſeem to be the only end of their Creation. 


If good accrue toany from tis only in order 
r CEE LE 


ly on the baſe and infamous; and never given, 
but. only ing ſometimes to Well-defervers. 
Duineſs has 


their burden of Attendance on theſe offici- 
ut "Tis true 
is 


is true, th 
moated 
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to other Men, mult be a 
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and that is, the Title of honeſt Fellows. 
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rick to your Lord» 
ſhip, who are a Maſter of it. If the leaſt of theſe 
Reflections could have reach'd your Perſon, no 

of mine could have made me to have 
Fought fo earneſtly, and ſo long to have cultivated 
; s. As a Poet, I cannot but have 
made ſome Obſervations on 


Nature, which 
wants it. Your 


Mary is, in truth, no 
common Fame, and to the People. He lies dow! 
every one he meets for the hire of 
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difguis's Ambition. Even 
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D Zeile Dedicatory. 

Rem m worſt of Enemies, my own Modeſty 

© Lan Which Foes, bel en ew 

_ + ing Subject, bad been an 
ct of Juſtice in your Nature; but, as plac'd 

me, is only ity.. Vet, withal, tis confer- 

as your Kindneſs it 


your 
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wy 
LEFT FL 
1 


for a Chriſtian, but I ſhould hardly 
1 — — 2 he Ee 
; to that Purpoſe, To forg:ve the firſh time ſhows 
 # good Catbolick, the ae ae 2 Rl To 
is firmneſs in all your Actions (though you are 
wanting in no other Ornaments of Mind and 
TILL LOI ERIE r aede the Intereſt 
_ your Merits have acquir'd you in the Royal Fa- 
mily. A Prince, who is conſtant to himſelf, and 


ftexdy in all his Undertakings; one with whom 
that of Horace will agree, 


: 


Akt 


51 


1 


either your Courage 
ſhall be requir d. II and 
continues in your Blood, which ani 


ie publick Tranquilli 
fame Occaſion will never be offer'd to your 
ſhip, and that a better Deſtiny will attend you. 
Bur I make haſte to confider you as abſtracted 
from a Court, which (if you will give me leave 
to uſe a term of Logick) is only an Adjunct, 
= not a Propriety of Happineſs. The Academicks, 
= I confeſs, were willing to admit the Goods of 
Fortune into their Notion of Felicity ; but I 
not remember, that any of the Sects of ol 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

mire and covet nothing, but the eaſineſs and = 
of Retirement. I naturally withdraw my Sight 
from a Precipice ; and admit the Proſpect be ne- 
ver ſo large and goodly, can take no pleaſure even 
in looking on me Downfa!, tho? I am ſecure ſrom 


the er. Methinks there's ſomething of a ma- 


me Joy in that excellent Deſcription of La- 
Save mari mag turbantibut æguora ventis 

E terra magnum alterins ſpectare laborem; ; 

Now quia vexari quenquam eſt jucunda voluptas, 
Sed quibas ipſe malit careas, quia cernere ſuave eſt. 


I am ſure his Maſter Ep:icarzs, and my better Ma- 
ſter Cowley, preferr'd the Solitude of a Garden, 
and the Converſation of a Friend to any Conſi- 
deration, ſo much as a regard, of thoſe unhappy 
whom in our own wrong, we call the 
Great. True Greatneſs, if it be any where on 
Earth; is in a private Virtue; remov'd from the 
Notion of Pomp and Vanity, confin'd to a Con- 
templation of it ſelf, and centring on it ſelf: 


Omni: enim per ſe Divam natura, weceſſe eft 


. A 


If this be not the Life of a Deity, becauſe it can- 
not conſiſt with Providence; tis at leaſt a godlike 
Life: I can be contented, (and I am ſure I have 
Lordſhip of my Opinion) with an humbler 
— is he Tale of Viitee, than to be Gn oa 
the Pinnacle of it. . # 


Defpicere 
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Contemporaries, even in my own 


Errare, 8 qaarere v.. 
The truth is, the conſideration of fo vain 2 Cre 
— 1 is not worth our pains. Ar 
enough at home, without looking for it 2 
And am » folcine Thenker bs my ſelf of ridicu- 
lous Actions, without expecting y, either 


in a Court, a Town, or Play-houſe. on this 
account that I am with drawing the De- 


weary 
formities of Life, and Lazars of the People; where 
every Figure of Imperfection more reſcamnbles me 
than it can do others. If I muſt be condemn'd to 
Rhyme, I ſhould find ſome Eaſe in my change of 
Puniſhment. I deſire to be no longer the 5 
bas of the Stage; to row! up a Stone with end- 
$ Labour (Which, to follow the Proverb, ga- 
#hers no Meſs) and which is perpetually falling 
down again. I never thought my ſelf very fir-for 
an Employment, r 
ot my 


have excell'd me in all kinds; and fome 
ment, have out-done me in Comedy. Some lttle 
hopes I have yet remaining, and thofe too, conſi- 
dering my Abilities, may be vain, that I may make 


the World ſome part of amends, for many ill 
Plays, by an Heretek Poem. Your Lordſhip has 


been long acquainted with my Defign ; the Sub- 
jeſt of which you know 2222 Story Eng- 
4, and neither too far t from the prefent 
Age, nor too near approaching it. Such it is in 
my Opinion, that I could not have wifi d a nobler 
Occaſion to do Honour by it to my King, my 
Country, and my Friends; moſt of our ancient 
Nobility being concern'd in the Action. And 
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Fam conſcions-to- my {af of offering at 4 


i produce han in any. 


ee FIG | 
| "Th much mere hard to pleaſe lf than you: 
And ont of no feigd h. this Day = | 

Dans his laborious Trifle of a f! ] ͥ 

Not that it's worſe than what before he writ, 
But be bas now another Taſte of Wit, 

And to confeſs. a Truth, (though out of time) 
Grows weary of his long-lov'd Miſtreſs, Rhyme. 
Paſſion's 100 fierce 0 be in Fetters bound, 
And Nature flies him like Enchanted Ground. 
vl Verſ# cm do, be has perform'd in this, 
Which he pre ſumes the meſt Currect of his: 
nn ſite of all his Pride, a ſecret Shame 
undes his Breaſt at Shakeſpear's ſacred Name - 
Aw'd win he hears his Godlike Romans Rage, 
He, „ Deſpair, would quis the Stage. 

Hf 9p AR ITS He ; 

A wich the greater Dead be dares g., 

The foft of this, and hindmoſt of the lt 
MA lofng Gamefiter, let him ſneak away; 
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FROLOGU E. 
The Fate-which governs Fawn, alete 
He ſhould tot raife bis Fortunes by bis Wit. © 
The Clergy thrive, and the litigious Bay ; 
Dull Heroes farten with the Syoils of War : 
All Sourkers Vices, A i av bere; 
But Wit's @ Luxury you think tos dear. 
When you t0 cultivate the Plant ave loath; 
Tis 4 firewd Sign 'twas never of your Growth: = 
AA Wit i Northern Climates will not blow, 
Ince He ee %s nd form Sue. 
There needs no Care to jut a flat down, 
Tis the moſt Deſars Place of all the Town. 
We and our Neighbours, to fheak proudly, are 
Like Monarchs, ind with expenſrue War. 
r 
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| | And Fortune labours with the vaſt Event: 
Which for « 
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e in equal H — 


23 7 Currncs wick re Wounds * 


winding, as he 
WIE —_ 
well remember 


hea ith eo dh their Factions form; 
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Tbeir Arms are to the —7 — oY 


She, now has 2 
Stake. 


Monarchs he cin make. 
ambitions Youth to fight, 
iſplays before their Sight: 
. pe mitte to the Sword, 
— 2 Scene afford. | 
Four ſeveral Armies to the Field are Rl. 
four Princes head: © | 


Empire's Bounds, 


runs, - 
« Sous. 
the Storm, | 


| L infer gas oor 5. ni 
He made Proviſion againſt all, but Fate; - 
While, by his Health, we held our deen of State, 


2 e 
, at leaſt, what we are forc d to blame. 
e 
You know: the younger Sons are doom'd to die. 
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The moſt are moſt Obſequious grown, 
a officiouſly they own. 


ph. The Name of Father hateful to him grows, 
Which, for one Son, him three Foes. 
| bears a generous Mind; 
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I ask'd you, Sir. 
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Torn out the 
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el to give me Reſt: 


2 
E 1 
111 454 
11 11 
271 Uh 
= ly EA 
11175 11 822 
5 97 225 
B 27 
dts SET] 
£ 5 


4 


Aux e- ZR. 


i Joy hear 
The Victory, when I the Victor fear. 
in. Something you ſwiftly muſt reſolve to do, 
-Zebe your ſecret Love ſhould know. 


upon her Secreſie. 
ceal my Paſſion from my Son. 
-Zebe return a ( 
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Enter A Y 

Zebe Ince biſes bis Hed. 
Air. My Vows have been ſucceſsful as my Sword: 
Pray'rs are heard, you have your Health reſtor'd. 
more 


tis given me to behold your Face: 
y Tears; *Tis Joy which bids em flow, 
Joy which never was ſincere till now. 

which m ueſt gave, I could not prize; 
Or *twas imperfect till I ſa your Eyes. 
| Turn the Diſcourſe: I have a Reaſon why 
d not have you ſpeak ſo tenderly. 


Aur. A King! yeu rob me, Sir, of halt my due: 
You 3 Name, a Father too. hs 
Emp. I had that Name. | 

Aur. ———— What have I faid or done, 

That I no longer mult be call'd your Son? | 
"Tis in that name, Heay'n knows, I glory more, 
Than that of Prince, or that of Conqueror. 

. Then you upbraid me; I am pleas'd to ſee 
You're not ſo perfect, but can fail, like me. 
I have no God to deal with. 


fly Court Devil has ſeduc d your Mind: 
Filłd it with black Suſpicions, not your own : 
And all my Actions through falſe Opticks ſhown. 
I ncer did Crowns ambitiouſly regard: 

Honour I ſought, the Mind's Reward. 
ou. live! While you the Sceptre fway, 
I be ſtill moſt happy . 


to 
Emp. Oh, Awreng-Zebe' thy Virtues ſhine too bright, 0 


They flaſh too fierce: I. like the Bird of Night, 
Shut my dull Eyes, and ſicken at the Sight, 
Vox. IV. | E 


Thou 


AuRENG-ZLE BE. 


Thou haſt deſervd more Love than I can ſhow: 
But tis thy Fate to give, and mine to owe. 
Thou ſeeſt me much diſtemper'd in my Mind: 
Pul'd back, and then puſh'd forward to be kind. 
Virtue, and — fain I would my Silence break, 
But have not yet the Confidence to ſpeak. 
Leave me, and to thy needfu] Reſt repair. 
Ar. Reſt is not ſuiting with a Lover's Care. 
J have not yet my Indamora ſeen. [Ts going. 
Emp. Somewhat I had forgot; come back again : 
So weary of a Father's Company ? 
Aur. Sir, you were pleas'd your {lf to Licenſe me. 
Emp. You made me no relation of the Fight. 
Beſides, a _— Army is in fight. 
Adviſe me firſt: Yet go 
He goes to Indamora; I ſhould take [4/ide. 
A kind of envious Joy to keep kim back. 
Yet to detain him makes my Love appear: 
T hate his Preſence, and his Abſence fear. [Exit. 
Aur. To fome new Clime, or to thy native Sky, 
Oh friendleſs and forfaken Virtue fly. 
Thy Indian Air is deadly to thee grown: 
Deceit and canker'd Malice rule thy Throne. 
Why did my Arms in Pattel proſp'rous prove, 
To gain the barren Praiſe of filial Love? 
The beſt of Kings by Women is miſ- led, 
Charm'd by the Witchcraft of a ſecond Bed. 
Againſt my ſelf I Victories have won, 
And by my fatal Abſence am undone. 
To him, Indamora, with Arimant. 
But here ſhe comes! | 
In the calm Harbour of whoſe gentle Breaſt, 
My Tempeſt-beaten Soul may fafely reſt. 
Oh, my Heart's Joy ! what &er my Sorrows be, 
They ceaſe and vamſh, in beholding thee! 
Cxe ſhuns thy Walks; as at the chearful Light, 
The groaning Ghoſts, and Birds obſcene take flight. 
By this one View, all my paſt Pains are paid; 
And all L haye to come more eaſie made. : 
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Id. Such ſullen Planets at my Birth did ſhine, 
They threaten every Fortune mixt with mine, 
Fly the Purſuit of my diſaſtrous Love, 

And from unhappy Neighbourhood remove. 

Aur. Bid the laborious Hind, 

Whoſe hardned Hands did long in ys 1 toll, 
Neglect the is d Harveſt of the Soil. 
Should I, who cultivated Love with Bleod, 
Refuſe Poſſeſſion of approaching Good? 

Ind. Love is an Airy Good, Opinion makes: 
Which he who only thinks he has, partakes. 
Secn by a ſtrong Imagination's Beam; 

That aries and dreſſes up the gaudy Dream. 
Preſented fo, with Rapture tis enjoy'd: 
Rais'd by high Fancy, and by low d. 

Aur. If J. ove be Viſion, mine has all the Fire 
Which, in firſt Dreams, young Prophets does inſpire: 
I Dream, in you, our promis d Paradiſe: | 
An Age's Tumult of continu'd Bliſs. 

But you have ſtil] your Happineſs in doubt: 

Or oe 'tis paſt, and = have dreamt it out. 

Ind. Perhaps not ſo. 

Aur. OCGean Indamora p 
So alter d? Is it but, Perhaps you Love? 

Then farewel all! I thought in you to find 

A Balm, to cure my much diſtemper'd Mind. 
I came to grieve a Father's Heart eſtrang'd; 
But little thought to find a Miſtreſs chang d. 
Nature her ſelf is chang'd to puniſh me: 
Virtue turn d Vice, and Faith Incoaſtancy. 

Ind. You heard me not Inconſtancy confeſs: 
T was but a Friend's Advice to love me leſs. 
Who knows what adverſe Fertune may befal? 
Arm well your Mind: Hope little, and fear all. 
Hope, with a goodly Proſpect, fecds your Eye: 
Shows, from a riſing Ground, Poſſeſſion nigh : 
Shortens the Diſtance, or o'er-looks it quite; 
So eaſie tis to travel with the Sight. | 

Arr. Then to Deſpair you would my Love betray, 
By taking Hope, its laſt Kind * away, 


. You 


10 AUuRENG-Z EI. 
You hold the Glaſs, but turn the Perſpective 
And far ther off the leſſen d Object drive. 


Vou bid me fear: In that your Change I know: 
You would prepare me for the coming Blow. 


But, to prevent you, take my laſt Adieu; 

Pil ſadly tell my ſelf you are untrue, 

Rather than ſtay to hear it told by you. [ Gomg. 
Ind. Stay, Aureng-Zebe, I muſt not let you go. 


And yet believe your ſelf, your own worſt Foe, 
Think 1 am wan. avi Bak bo nine to koew. | 
Let in my Breaſt the fatal Secret lye, 
"Tis a fad Riddle, which, if known, we die. 
Seeming to . 

Aur. mit ibs neee 
Your Silence argues you ask time to feign. 
Once more, farewel: The Snare in Sight is laid, 
"Tis my own Fault if I am now betray'd. {Going again. 
Tad. Yet once more ſtay; you ſhall believe me true, 
Though in one Fate I wrap my ſelf and you. 
Your Abſence 


I muſt obey: You only can withſtand E 
Your own Miſhap. I beg you on wy Knee, 
Be not unhappy by your own Decree. | 
Aur. Speak, Madam, by (if that be yet an Oath) 
Your Love, I'm pleas'd we ſhould be ruin'd both. 
Both is a found of Joy. 
In Death's dark Bew'rs our Bridals we will keep: 
And his cold Hand 
Shall draw the Curtain when we go to 0 
Ind. Know then, that Man whom both of us did truſt, 
Has been to you unkind, to me unjuſt. 
The Guardian of my Faith fo falſe did prove, 
As to ſollicite me with lawleſs Love: 
Pray'd, promis d, threaten'd, all that Man could do, 
as he's great; and need I tell you who? 
Aur. 2 ; * not believe my Father meant: 
cak quickly, my impious Thoughts revent, © 
71 Youre faid; I wiſh I could ſom̃e oh name! 
im. My Duty muſt excuſe me, Sir, from blame. 


A 
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A Guard there. 
Enter Guards. 


My Orders are 
Ts ſeine this Princeſs, whom the Lawy'of War 


Ari. —————— Sir, know 
Your Birth, nor durſt another call me ſo. 
Aur. I have redeem'd her; and as mine ſhe's free. 
Aim. You may have Right to give her Liberty 
But with your Father, Sir, that Right diſpute; 
For his Commands to me were abſolu 
If ſhe diſclos'd his Love, to uſe the 
Of War, and to-ſecure her from your Sight, ; 
Aur. IIl reſcue her, or die. Dram. 
And my Friends, t few, are yet too brave 
To ſee your Gen'ral's s Miſtrels made a Slave. [All draw. 
Ind. Hold, my dear Love! if ſo much Pow'r there!yes, 
As once you own'd, in Iadamora's Eyes, 
Loſe not the Honour —— 
But ſtand the Pattern of a Son. 
My. Love your Claim inviolate ſecures: 
Tis writ in Fate, I can be only 


> 


y you. 
Aur. Fre thought, and bleſs d de you who our ma 


time: Putting 
— into a Crivze "_ 


Strong Virtue, like — ſtill: 
Exerts it ſelf, and then 2＋ 


J to a Son's and Lover's — et 
And muſt fall the Parts which bark» 
How dear 
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ACT H. SCENE l. 


Betwixt the Acts, a warlibe Tune is plaid, * Guns, 
and Shouts of Soldiers are — As 22. 


Aureng-Zebe, Arimant, Aſaph Chan, Fazel Chan, 
and Solyman. 


Aur. Hat Man could do, was by Morat perform'd: 
: wW The Fortreſs thrice himdelf in Perſon ſtorm d. 
Your Valour bravely did th Aſſault ſuſtain; 
And filld the Moats and Ditches with the Slain. 
Till, mad with Rage, into the Breach he fir'd: 
Slew Friends and Foes, and in the Smoak retir'd: 
Arim. To us you give what Praiſes are not due: 
Morat was thrice repuls d, but thrice by you. 
High, over all, was your great Conduct ſhown : 
You ſought our Safety, but your own. 
| Aſaph. Their Standard, on the Battlement, 
Deſpair and Death among the Soldiers ſent: 
You, the bold Omrab tumbled from the Wall; 
And Shouts of Victory purſu'd his Fall. 
Faxel. To you, alone, we owe this proſp'rous Day: 
Our Wives and Children reſcu'd from the Prey: 
Know your own Int'reſt, Sir, where- er you lead, 
We jointly Vow to own no other Head. [mands; 
Solym. Your Wrongsare known, Impoſe but your Com- 
This Hour ſhall bring you twenty thouſand Hands. 
Aur. Let them who truly would appear my Friends, 
Employ their Swords, like mine, for noble Ends. 
No more: Remember you have bravely done: 
Shall Treaſon end, what Loyalty begun? 
I own no 1 Grievance I confeſs, 
But Kings, like at their own Time redreſs, 
Yet, ſome becoming Boldneſs I may uſe: | 
Tve well deſerv'd, nor will he now refuſe. ULAlle. 
11 
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FIl ſtrike my Fortunes with him at a Heat: 
And give him not the leiſure to forget. 


Arim. Oh! Indamora, hide theſe fatal Eyes; 

Too deep they wound whom they too ſoon ſurpriſe : 

My Virtue, Prudence, Honour, Intereſt, all 

Before this Univerſal Monarch fall. 

Beauty, like Ice, our Footing does betray ; 

Who can tread ſure on the fRocth ſlippery Way? 

Pleas d with the Paſſage, we ſlide ſwiftly on: 

And ſee the Dargers which we cannot fhun. 

To him, Indamora. 
Ind. J hope my Liberty may reach thus far: 

Theſe Terras Walks within my Limits are. 

came to ſeek you, and to let you know, 

How much I to your generous Pity owe. 

The King, when he deſign d you for my Guard, 

* Refolv'd he would not make my Bondage hard: 

It otherwiſe, you have deceiv'd his End; 

And whom he meant a Guardian, made a Friend, 

Arim. A Guardian's Title I muſt own with ſhame: 

But ſhould be prouder of another Name. 

Ind. And therefore twas I chang'd that Name before: 

I call'd you Friend, and could yeu wiſh for more? 
Sim. I dare. not ask for what you would not grant: 

But Wiſhes, Madam, are extrav 5 

They are not bounded with things poſſible: 

I may wiſh more than I preſume to tell: 

Defire's the vaſt Extent of humane Mind, 

It mounts above, and leaves poor Hope behind. 

I could wiſh 
Ind. es * 
Arim. Why did you ſpeak? you've daſſid my Fancy quite: 

Ev'n in th \ boat 45. 35 Romy of Delight. * 

I muſt take breath ——— 

E're I the Rapture of my Wiſh renew, 

And tell you then, It terminates in you. 

Ind. Have you confiderd what th Event would be? 

Or know you, Aimant, your ſelf, or me? 


E 4 


0 Were 


Exit, attended by the Orarahs. 
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Were I no Queen, did you my Beauty weigh, 

My Youth in bloom, — 2 its decay? 
Arim. I my own judge, condemn'd my {elf before: 


For pi „ r my Crime no more. 
So 2 am, I with 2 Frown am ſlain : 
You need have us d but half ſo much Diſdain. 


Ind. I am not cruel yet to pb > 
Have better Thoughts both of your ſelf, and me. 
Beauty a Monarch is, | 
Which Kingly Power magnificently proves, 
By Crouds of Slaves, and peopled Empire loves. 
And ſuch a Slave as you, what Queen would loſe ? 
Above the reſt, I 4rmant would chuſe: 

For Counſel, Valour, Truth, and Kindneſs too, 
All I could wiſh in Man, I find in you. 

Arim. What Lover could to greater Joy be rais'd! 

Jam, methinks, a God, by you thus prais'd. 

| Ind. To what may not deſert, like yours, pretend? 
You have all Qualities — that fit a Friend. 
 Arim. So Mariners miſtake the promis'd Coaſt: 

And, with full Sails, on the blind Rocks are loſt. 
Think you my Veins ſo faintly beat, 

They riſe no ig than to Friendſhip's heat ? 

So weak your , that, like a Winter's Night, 
. Stars, they freeze me while they light? 

Ind. Miſtake me not, good Arimant, I know 

My Beauty's Pow'r, and what oy Am pos can do. 
You your ov'n Talent have not learn'd fo well; 
But practiſe one, where you can ne er excel. 

You can at moſt, 

To an indiff rent Lover's Praiſe pretend: 

But you would ſpoil an admirable Friend. 
Arim. Never was Amity ſo highly priz d; 

Nor ever any Love fo much deſpis'd. 

Ev'n to my {elf ridiculous I grow; 

And would be angry, if I knew but how. - 

Ind. Do not. Your Anger, like your Love, is vain: 
When &er I pleaſe, you muſt be pleas'd again. 
Knowing what Pow'r I have your Will to bend, 
Pl uſe it; for I need juſt ſuch a Friend, 


You 
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You muſt perform, not what you think is fit: | 
But, to what ever I Amit 


Arim. Madam, you have 2 Aſcendant gain d; | 
Tou uſe me like a Courſer, ſpurr d and rein d: | 
If 1 fly out, m * wy —— 
Then ſooth, * 41 with your Hand. 


Impoſe; 222 Now's of taxing well: 
When Subjects cannot Pay, they ſoon Rebel. 
Euter the Emperor, unſeen by them. 
Ind. My Rebels Puniſhment would eaſie 
You know are in m ROT fy waking Love. 
ein. Would I, wi diſpute, your Will obey, 
And could in return, my Life betray? 
. W , Hm, is this you fear? 
Love-ſecret which I muſt not hear? 
Theſe alter d Looks ſome inward Motion ſhow. 


Aim. 1 Li. m betray, and ſhall be doom d to die! CA ſide. 
Emp. Did he, my Slave, preſume to look ſo 2 
That crawling Inſect, vrho from Mud 
Warm'd by y my Beams, and kindled into Man? 
Durſt he, who does but for my Pleaſure live, 
Intrench on Love, my great Prerogative ? 
Print his baſe Image on his Sovereign's Coin? 
Tis Treafon if he ſtamp his Love with mine. 
Sim. Tis true, I have been bold, but if it be 
A | 


Ind. —— He means, 28 y fo to me. 
You, Sir, ſhould praiſc, what 1 muſt diſapprove: 
He 1 talk'd to me of Love: ad 
But, Sir, *twas n he made it in your Name: 
You, if may all he faid diſclaim, 

pm. | mat i — what e er he can expreſs: 

ing Senſe will ſhow my Paſſion leſs. 

kun gon if S hat he aid, my Meſſage be, 
What Fear, what Danger could arrive from me? 
He fi he frar'd you world bis Life betray. _ 


And better chang d your Claim of lawleſs Might, 
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Ind. Should he preſume again, perhaps I may. 

Tho? in your Hands he hazard not his Life, 

Remember, Sir, your fury of a Wife; 

Who, not content to be d on you, 

The Agents of your Paſſion will purſue. : 
Emp. If I but hear her nam'd, m ſick that Day; 


The Sound is mortal, and frights Life away. 
Forgive me, Arimant, my } Thought : 


Diſtruſt in Lovers is the tender ſt Fault. 
Leave me, and tell thy ſelf in my Excuſe, 
Love, and a Crown, no Riyalſhip can bear; 


And precious things are ſtill poſſeſs d with Fear. 


[Exit Arimant bowmg.. 


This, Madam, my Excuſe to you may plead; 


Love ſhould forgive the Faults which Love has made. 

Ind. From me, what Pardon can you hope to have, 
Robb'd of my Love, and treated as a Slave? 

Emp. Force is the laſt Relief which Lovers find: 
And tis 4 x» =o 4 
Ind. Force never yet a generous Heart in: 
We yicld on 2 are ſtorm'd in vain. * 

aint, in all things, makes the Pleaſure leſs; 


Sweet is the Love which comes with Willingneſs. 


Emp. No; tis Reſiſtance that inflames Deſire: 


| Sharpens the Darts of Love, and blows his Fire. 


Love is diſarm'd that meets with too much Eaſe: 
He Languiſhes, and does not care to pleaſe. 

And therefore tis your golden Fruit | 
With ſo much care, to make dale kau | 
Ind. Was't not enough you took my Crown away, 
But cruelly you muſt my Love betray? 

I was well dnt ce Jace transferr'd 


my Right, 


By taking him, whom you eſteem'd above 

Tour other Sons, and taught me firſt to Love. 
| My Son by my Command his Courſe muſt ſteer : 
T bad him Love, I bid him now forbear. | 

If you have any Kindneſs for him ſtill, 

Adviſe him not to ſhock a Father's Will, 
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aſt I adviſe? 
2 


which ſo much you ſcorn. 
But, in another's Perſon, you may prove, | 
There's warmth for Vengeance left, tho' not for Love. 
Ne. ener Ari mant. 

Lim. The Empreſs has the Anti-chambers 
And this way moves with a diſorder'd haſte: 

Her Brows, the ſtormy Marks of Anger bear. 
Emp. Madam, retire: She muſt not find you here. 
[Exit Indamora with Arimant. 

Enter Nourmahal haſtily. 

Nowr. What have I done, that Nowrmahbal muſt prove 
The Scorn and Triumph of a Rivals Love? . 
My Eyes are ſtill the ſame, each Glance, each Grace 
| Keep their firſt Luſtre, and maintain their Place; 

Not _—_ yet to any other Face. 

Emp. What Rage traniports you? Are you well awake? 
Such Dreams diſtracted Minds in 8 
Nour. Thoſe Feavers you have giv'n, thoſe Dreams have 
By broken Faith, and an abandon'd Bed. [bred, 
Such Viſions hourly pais before my Sight; 

Which from my. Eyes their balmy Slumbers fright, 
In the ſevereſt Silence of the Night 


gill, 


Viſion, 
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Viſions, which in this Cittadel are ſeen; 


Bright, glorious Viſions of a Rival Queen. 


Emp. Have patience, my firſt Flames can ne'er decay: 
Theſe are but Dreams, and foon will paſ 


Thou know'ſt, my Heart, my E 


1 * al is thine 
In thy own Heav'n of Love 
Fair as the Face of Nature did 


When Flowers firſt peep'd, and Trees did Bloſſoms tr. 
And Winter had not yet deform'd th' inverted Year 


Cole a> the tak oa in Eaſtern Groves, 


And bright as when thy E A our Loves. 

Let our ran 3 ald by 

With the kel Ardour of a Nucl Kis. {Oſim co bi ber 
Nowr. Me would you have, me your faint Kiſſes 

The Dregs and of enervate Love? 

Muſt I your cold long- | 


Merir by your ſoft Replies. 
Women have of Tongue: 

and reſolve on Wrong. 

hat can I more? My Friendſhip you refuſe, 
y Mildneſs, as my Crime, accuſe. 

| Your flle Silence cheats not me, falls Man; 

accuſe me, you would raiſe your Voice: 

„ 

known Virtue is from Scandal free, 
4 Calumny. 


of human Life: 
Wife, 


- 
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In vain of pompous Chaſti proud: 
Virtue's Adultery of the 2 when loud. 
1, with leſs pain, a Proſtitute could bear, 
Than the ſhrill Sound of Virtue, Virtue hear. 
In unchaſte Wives. 


rog 


we come: 
our Life: 
but a Wife. 
Cauſe admits no Doubt: 
None but an Inmate Foe could force us out. 
Clamours, our Privacies uneafie make: [forſake. 
Birds leave their oe TS 9 Beaſts their Haunts 
Wo. Honour's m rime, ä loathing bred: 
Ber | 
| . What Pleaſure can there be in that Eſtate, 
Which your Unquietneſs has made me hate? 
I ſhrink far off ———— | 
Diſſembling Sleep, but wakeful with the Fright. 
1 
Nour. My Thoughts no other Joys but Pow'r purſue: 
Or, if "54, hey maſt be eff in you | 
And yet the Fault's not mine 
Tho? Youth and Beauty cannot Warmth command; 
X je = er eng | 
. 'Tis true, of Marriage-bands Pm weary grown, 

— — Shs but thoſe that are his own. 
n muſt needs uneaſie prove: 

For there's a God- like in Love. 

Naur. What's Love to y 
The Bloom of Beauty other Years demands; 


Nor will be gather d by ſuch wither'd Hands: 
You 
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Tou im it with a falſe Deſire: 

Which ſparkles — and 22 no ſolid 2 
This Impudence of Age, whence can it ſpring 

All you expect, and 4 you nothing bring. 

Eager to ask, when you are paſt a Grant; 

Nice in providing what you cannot want. 

Have Conſcience; give not her you love this Pain: 
Sollicite not your ſelf, and her, in vain. 

All other Debts may Com ion find: 

But Love is ſtrict, and will be paid in kind. 

Emp. Sure of all Ills, Domeſtick are the worſt; 
When moſt ſecure of Bleſſings, we are curſt. | 
When we lay next us what we hold moſt dear, 
Like Hercules, invenom'd Shirts we wear; 
And cleaving Miſchiefs. 55 

Nour. What you merit, have: 
And ſhare, at leaft, the Miſeries you gave. 
Your Days I will alarm, Fil haunt your Nights: 
And, worſe than Age, diſable your Delights. 5 
May your ſick Fame ſtill languiſh, till ic die: 4 | 


All Offices of Pow'r neglected lie, 

And you grow cheap in every Subject's Eye. 

Then, as the greateſt Curſe that I can give; 

Unpity'd, be depos'd; and after live. [ Going off. 
Emp. Stay ; and now learn, 

How criminal ſoe er we Husbands are, 

"Tis not for Wives to puſh our Crimes too far. 

Had you ſtill Miſtreſs of your Temper been, 

I had been modeſt, and not own'd my Sin. 

Your Fury hardens me: And what &er Wrong 

You ſuffer, you have cancelbd by yaur Tongue. 


A Guard there; ſeize her: She t 
What is a Husband's and a Monarchs Pow'r. 


| ; [ Guard ſeizes hey. 
Enter Aureng-Zebe. | 

Nour. I ſee for whom your Charter you maintain: 5 

I muſt be fetter'd, and my Son be lain, | > 
That Zelhma's ambitious Race may reign. 

Not ſo you promis d, when my Beauty drew 

All Alas Vows; when Ter/ia left for you 

The 


— 
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The Realm of Candabar for Dow'r I brou 
That long contended Prize for which 
Aur. The Name of „your practis'd Art, 
Which you have eftrang'd my Father's Heart, 
ah you haye done againſt me, or defign, 
Shows your Averſion, but 


not mine. 


Long may my Father India's __ x 
Ani may as nad our Nupti — 
Since Love obli not, 1 from this Hour \ 


Aſſume the Right of Man's Pow'r: 
Man is by Nature form'd your Sexes Head: 
And is himſelf the Canon of his Bed. 

In Bands of Iron fetter'd you ſhall be: 

An eafier Yoke than what you put on me. 


Aur. Though much I fear my Int reſt is not — 


Let me your Royal Clemency intreat. | 

Secrets of Marriage {till are Sacred held: 

There ſweet and bitter by the wiſe concea{d. 

Errors of Wives refle& on Husbands ſtill: 

And, when divulg d, proclaim you've choſen Ill. 

And the myſterious Pow'r of Bed and Throne, 

Should always be maintain'd, but rarely ſhown. 
Emp. To fo perverſe a Sex all Grace is vain: 

It gives 'em Courage to offend again: 

For with feign'd Tears they Penitence pretend: 

Again are pardon'd, and offend. 

Fathom ou? Pit 5 — 


Till lanching out into a Sea of ſtrife, 
They ſcorn all Pardon, and appear all Wife. 
But be it as you pleaſe: For your lov'd fake, 
This laſt and fruitleſs Tryal I will make. 
In all Requeſts, your Right of Merit uſe: 
And know, They is _ one I can refuſe. 
[He ſigns to the Guards, and they remove 8 
Nour, Lou — — ou — — 
The Grace is vaniſh'd, but th 2 remains. 
Nor is't a Grace, or for his Merit done; 
You durſt no farther, for you fear d my Son. 
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I to my {elf the Shame 
Of perjur d Faith, and violated Fame. 
Your great Deſerts, how ill they were repaid; 
All Arguments, in vain, I urg d and weigh d: 
For mighty Love, who does deſpiſe, 
Fer Reaſon, ſhow'd me Inlamora's Eyes. | 
What would you. more, my Crime I ſadly view, ' 
Acknowledge, am aſham'd, and yet purſue. 
Ar. Since you can Love, and yet your Error ſee, 
The ſame reſiſtleſs Pow'r may plead for me. 
With no leſs Ardor, I my Claim purſue: 

I love, and cannot yield her even to you. | 

Emp. Your elder Brothers, though o ercome, have Right: 
The youngeſt yet in Arms prepar d to fight. 
But, yielding her, I firmly decreed, 
That you alone to Empire ſhall ſucceed. 

Aur. To after-Ages let me ſtand a Shame, 
When J exchange tor Crowns my Love or Fame, 
You might have found a mercenary Son, 
To profit of the Battels he had won: 


Youl 


Give willingly what I can take 


Force: 

And know, Obedience is your ſafeſt Courſe. 
Aur. I'm taught, by Honour's Precepts, to obey: 

Fear to Obedience is a {laviſh Way. 

If ought my Want of Duty could beget; 

You take the moſt prevailing Means, to threat. 

Pardon your Blood that boils within my Veins; 

It riſes high, and menacing diſdains. 

Even Death's become to me no dreadful Name: 

F | 

ting Fields, where our Acquaintance grew, 
gg pray lay cy od, "IR 
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Of formal Duty make no more thy boaſt: 
| AW where it concerns me moſt. 
Fool, with both Hands thus to puſh back a Crown: 
ant headlong caſt thy ſelf from E down. 
Neaermahal 1 ln, her Son ſhall reign: 

— thou, A. ta own Fault remain. 

Thy younger Brother I'll admit this Hour 
So mine ſhall be thy Miſtreſs, his th Pow'r: [Extt, 
Amur. How vain 4 Virtue which Grete ects our Ways 
Through certain Danger to uncertain Praiſe! 
Barren, and airy Name! thee Fortune flies; 
With thy lean Train, the Pious and the Wiſe. 
Heav'n takes thee at thy Word, without regard; 
And lets thee poorly be thy own Reward. 

The World is nas for the bold impious Man; 
Who ſtops at nothing, ſeizes all he can. 

uſtice to Merit does weak Aid afford; 

he truſts her Ballance, and neglects her Sword. 
Virtue fi i ong mtr: not her own; 
And, while ſhe ults, the Prize is gone. 

8. To him, Dianet. 


Dia. For — - oo 
— Fader op 


The Gates he order d all to be unbarr's: 

And from the Market-place to draw the Guard. 
Aur. Howe look the P in this turn of State? 
Dia. They mourn your Ruin as their Fate; 

Curſing the Empreſs: For they think it done 

By her Procurement, to advance her Son. 

Him too, though aw d, they ſcarcely can forbear: 

His Pride tos fete: db ara then 

IN 

Till your own Troops come up to Relief. 
Aur. Ill treated, 2 

T1! not betray the G — = 

Tis not for me, who erv'd a State, 

To bay as Einyine at fo ha 2 
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Dia. The Points of Honour Poets may produce; 


Trappings of Life, for Ornament, not Uſe: 
ne the Name advance, 


| the Coward will deſpiſe, 
| When Life's a Blank, who not for a Prize? 

Dia. Of all your Know 83 have, 

Fo wen yes broad open to _— C_ 


TH attempt to fly, would — or Fear: 


Somewhat I have refolv'd . 
Morat, perhaps, has Honour in his Breaſt: 1 
And, in extreams, bold Counſels are the beſt. 

Like Emp'ric Remedies, they laſt are try'd; 


And by ies or juſtify'd. 

Preſence of Mind and Courage in Diſtreſs, 

Are more than Armies to procure Succeſs. [Exie. 
RA AE SINTAIULA 


ACT II. SCENE I. 
| Arimant, with « Letter bis Hand: Indamora. . 
"A Ya I che Magee 19 him Docs you? 


Your. Empire you to Tyranny 
ou lay Commands, cruel and unj 
To » fave my Rival, and betray my Truſt. | 
Ind. You firſt betray'd your Truſt in loving me, 
6— 3 
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Serving my Love, you may my Friendſhip gai 
You town the ed at wore Pr > 
You muſt, my Aiman, you muſt be kind: 
*Tis in your Nature, and your noble Mind. 
Arim. III to the King, and ſtreight my Truſt refign.' 
Ind. His Truft you may, but you ſhall never mine. 


117 


err write: 
Read it, and tell me freely then your Mind: 
If tis indited as I meant it, kind. 
Arim. I ak not Heav'n my Freedoms to reſtore, 
But only for your ſale Il read no more: 
ELITES. 4 . 
Le own, - Sorrow, Reading. 
Heav'n! ſte goes on yet more and yet more kind! 


. : [ Reading, 
Each Sentence is a Dagger to my Mind. 

See me this Night=— Reading. 
Thank Fortune, who did fuch a Friend provide, 

For faithful Arimant ſhall be your Guide. 

Not only to be made an Initrument, 

But premgag'd without my own Conſent! 

= Unknown — you — my Score; 

And gives {cope of meriting the more. 
Some ons pA EEE muſt confeſs; 
None merit but in may poſſeſs. 
The fatal * Carafe,” xo, op fan 

Than, like Bellerophon, my own Sentence bear. 

Ind. You may; but twill not be your beſt Advice: 
"Twill only give me Pains of Writing Twice. 
zee 
Why ſhould you vainly ſtruggle with your Fate? 
| p Pong thank thee, Heari, — 2 | 

drous kind! 


Why am I thus to Slavery defign'd, * 
And yet am cheated with a freeborn Mind? 


4 * 
2 . 


Or 


118 AURENC-LEBE. 


Or make-thy Orders with my Reaſon fute, 


— 
You frown, and I obey with ſpeed, before 
That dreadful Sentence comes, See me ns more: 
See me no more! that Sound, methinks, I hear 
Ce ES ny Was. 


Solyman 
| The Princeſs Laa bath'd in Tears, 


ic open Air. Exit Solym. 

pity her Eftate 

wrape in the Ruins of her bende Fate! 

She mourn d Morat ſhould in Rebellion riſe ; 

Ver be Gy, NCI nn. 1 
Aim. Not k „ at Court ſhe 

2 | 


Her Chains with Roman Conftancy ſhe bore; 
But that, perhaps, an Indian Wife's is more. 
Ind. Go, bring her Comfort; leave me here alone. 
Arim. My Love muſt ſtill be in Obedience ſhown. 
| [Exit Arim. 


Sure ſhe is dreis d in Meleſi 

Your Head reelin d, (as as hiding Grief from view,) 

| Droops, like a Role furcharg'd with Morning Dew. 
Mel. Can Flow'rs but droop in abſence of Sun, 

Which wak'd their Sweets? And mine, alas! is gone. 

But you the nobleſt Charity expreſs: 

For they who ſhine in Courts, till hun Dibeg 
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Ind. Diſtreſ#d my ſelf, like confin d I live: 
And therefore . and give. 
Were both Love's Captives, but with Fate fo croſs, 
One muſt be happy by the others loſs. 

Morat, or -Zebe muſt fall this Day. 

Mel. Too truly Tamerlaiz's Succeſſors they, | 
Each thinks a World too little for his Sway. | 
Could you and I the fame Pretences bring, 

Mankind ſhould with more eaſe receive a King: 
I would to you the narrow World refign, 
And want no Empire while Morat was mine. 

Ind. Wiſt'd Freedom I preſage you ſoon will find; 
If Heav'n be juſt, and be to Virtue kind. : 

Mel. Quite otherwiſe my Mind foretels my Fate: 
Short is my Life, and that Unfortunate, - | 
Yet ſhould I not complain, would Heay'a afford 
Some little time, e er Death, to ſee my Lord. 

Ind. Theſe Thoughts are but your Mekancholy's Food; 


Rais d from a lonely Life, and dark Abode: 
But whatſoe er our jarring Fortunes prove, 
our Lords hate, methinks we two may love. 
. Such be our Loves as not yield to Fate; 
I bring a Heart more true than fortunate. 
I Tk Naſt ir bring 
Fim. I come with | urpriſing News to bring: 
In two Hours time, ſince laſt — King, 
Th' Affairs of Court have wholly chang d their Face: 
Unhappy Aureng-Zebe is in 1 
And your Morat, (proclaim d the Succeſſor) 
Is call'd, to awe the City with his Power. 
Thoſe Trumpets his triumphant Entry tell. 
And now the Shouts waft near the Cittadel. 
Ind. See, Madam, fee th Event by me foreſhown: 


I envy not your Chance, but e my un. 
AMT 
And more, becauſe I am unus d to Joys. 
Ind. May all your Wiſhes ever proſp'rous be, 
But I'm too much concern d th Event to ſe. 
My Eyes too tender are 


— 


To 
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With all my elder Brothers I would fight, 
And fo from partial Nature force my Right. 


Had we but laſting Youth, and Time to ſpare, 
2 be thrown away on Fame and War: 
But Youth, the periſhing Good, runs on too faſt: 
And unenjoy d will $ ſelf to waſte; 

Few know the Uſe of Life before tis paſt. 


TI would not let it die 


Had T once more thy Vigour to Command, 
No Hour of Pleafure 


Pleas'd to be ſeen, while Glory's 
| Reſt is not for the Chariot of 
Subjects are ſtiff-neck'd Animals, 
Feel ſlacken d Reins, i 
Emp. To thee that 
Cares be thy Lot: Reign 
The Fort Pl! for 
Bus neſs, and publick ref 

Moy. Luxurious Kings are to their Peop 
They live, like Drones, upon the publick Coſt. 

My Arms, from Pole to Pole, the World ſhall ſhake: 
And, with my ſelf, keep all Mankind awake. 
Emp. Believe me; Son, and needleſs Trouble ſpare; 

Tis a baſe World, and is not worth our Care. 

The Vulgar, a ſcarce animated Clod, 

Neer pleas'd with, ought above em, Prince or God. 

Were I a God, the drunken Globe ſhould roul : 

The little Emmets with the human Soul 

Care for themſelves, while at my Eaſe I fat, 

And-ſecond Cauſes did the Work of Fate. 

Or, if I would take Care, that Care ſhould be 

For Wit that fcorn'd the World, and liv'd like me. 
To them, Nourmahal, Zayda, and Attendants. 

Naur. My dear Morat, [Embracing her Son. 
This Day propitious to us all has been: | 
You're now a Monaich's Heir, and I a Queen. 


Vor. IV. F Your 
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Your ul Father now uit the State, 
And ade Eaſe 2 d by Fate. 
Cares ſhall not keep him on the awake, 
Nor break the go Slumbers he would take. 
En. In vain I Pd to the Goal of Life, 
While Rebel-Sons, an imperious Wife 

Still dragg'd me backward into Noiſe and Strife. 


dior. Be that remembrance loſt; and bet my Pride * 


To be P of Peace on either fide. 
tg * them, Aureng-Zebe. 
Aur. With all th aſſurance Innocence can bring, 
Fearleſs without, becauſe ſecure within, 
Arm'd with my Courage, d I ſee 
This Pomp; a Shame to you, a Pride to me. 
Shame is but where with Wickedneſs tis join'd; 
And, while no Baſeneſs in this Breaſt I find, 
I have not loſt the Birth-right of my Mind. 


Emp. Children (the blind Effect of Love and Chance, 


Form d by their ſportive Parents ignorance 

Bear — their Birth th' — ef a 3 
WhomHeay n for Play-games firſt, and then for Service 
One then may be diiplac d, and one may reign: 
And want of Merit, render Birth-right vain. 


; 


gave. 


Mor. Comes he t'upbraid us with his Innocence? 


Seize him, and take the preaching Brachman hence. 


Aur. Stay, Sir; I, from my Years, no Merit plead: 


Al my Deſigns and Acts to Duty lead. 
Your Life and Glory are my only End; 
And for that Prize I with Morat contend. 
Mor. Not him alone; I all Mankind defie. 
Who dares Adventure more for both than I? 


[Io his Faber. 


A. I know you brave, and take you at your Word: 


That preſent Service which you vaunt, afford. 
Our two Rebellious Brothers are not dead: 

Though vanquiſh'd, yet again they gather Head. 
I dare you, as your Rival n Renown, 
March out your Army from th Imperial Town: 
Chuze whom you pleaſe, the other icaye o me: 
And iet our Facher abwlutely tree. 


rm 


This, 


2 0 


— 
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This, if you do, to end all future Strife, 

J am content to lead a private Life : 

Disband my Army to — the State, 

Nor ai but leave the reſt to Fate. 

out my Army on the Plain; 
a Pain. 


1 t. Draw 
War is to me a Paſtime, 


Of Promiſe prodigal, _uISS 4 
Mor. Plot 2 

Of gaining Time, the Maſter-piece of War; 

Is Aureng-Zebe ſo known ? 
Ar. If Acts like mine, 

So far from Int'reſt, Profit, or Deſign, 

Can ſhow my Heart, by thoſe I would be known: 

I wiſh you could as well defend your own. 

wy abſent Army for my Father fought 

Yours, in theſe Walls, is to inſlave him brought. 

If I come ſingly, you an armed Gueſt, | 

The World with caſe may judge whoſe Cauſe is beft. 


Mor. My Father faw you ill Deſigns purſue: 
And my Aamiſſion ſhow'd his Fear of 


Aur. Himſelf beſt knows why he his Lave withdraws: 


J owe him more than to declare the Cauſe. 5 


But ſtill I preſs our Duty may be ſhown 
By Arms. 
Mor. ll uiſh all his Foes alone. 


Arr. You ſpeak as if you could the Fates command. 
And had no need of any other Hand. | 


But, ſince my Honour you ſo far — 

*Tis juſt I ſhould on your Deſigns r 

To prove your ſelf a loyal Son, declare 

You'll lay down Arms when you conclude the War. 
Moy. No preſent Anſwer your Demand requires; 

The War once done, II do what Heay'n inſpires. 

And while the Sword this Monarchy ſecures, 

"Tis manag d by an abler Arm than yours. 


F 2 ER. 
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8 g bears: [ Apart. 
33 yalty appears. l 
He, for my NEIN rd op | 
= with his W 1 ans 
feel my Virtue ſtrugli my Soul, 
— a, ie Pow'r Controul. 
TR Nr 1 
ou might 
ping nd el * be 
© DOR a Aa ns was | 
The Peoples Hearts are yours; the Fort yet mine: 
and Talnrs's Love reign. 


Emp. I've heard you; and, — 
Commit that Rebe ner to the State. 


Mor. yur * 

And ih nk Dec 105 
A. hve the int „ 

* ben. the nobler End. 

Fate is unkind! methinks a General 

Should warm. and at the Head of Armies fall. 

And my Ambition did that Hope purſue, 

That fo I might havedy'd in fight for 1 
Mor. Would I had been Diſpoſer of 

Thou ſhouldſt have had thy Wiſh, and a in Wars 

*Tis I, not thou, have reaſan to repi 

fall by any but mine. 

wert form d, Heav'ndida Man begin; 

, by chance, was fhndif'd in. 
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Near my Apartment let him Pris ner be: 
That I his hourly Ebbs of Life may fee. 

Aur. My Life I would not Ranſome with a Pray'r: 
"Tis vile, ſince tis not worth my Father's Care. 
I go not, Sir, indebted to my Grave: | 
You paid your ſelf, and took the Life you gave. [ Exit. 
_ Emp. O that I had more Senſe of Virtue left, [Ade 
Or were of that, which yet remains, bereft. 


Pye juſt enough to know how I offend, 
dai t> aw have not enough to mend. 
Lead to the ue 

Mor. Love's P why ſhould dull Devotion ſtay? 
Heav'n to my Meleſmda's but the way. 

[Exeunt Emperor, Morat, and Train. 

Zayd. Sure Aureng-Zebe has ſomewhat of Divine, 
Whoſe Virtue through ſo dark a Cloud can ſhine. 
Fortune has from Moraes this Day remov'd 


* 
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Thy little Soul was but to Wonder mov d: 
"ond 3 lev'lh. 


ere reach to this inceſtuous Love, 
= divine and human Ri hts remove. 


T had for randy: |. 1 ab wel 

ay, more; who is own : 
For hom Jour — — 
Nei es ſhould riſe. 
| Mas. TB wits Dur is war Eur iy Love, and wile? 
Why was that fatal Knot of Marriage ty'd, 
Which did, by making us too near, divide? 
Divides me from my Sex! for Heav'n, I find, 
Excludes but me alone of Woman-kind. 
I ffand with Guilt confounded, loſt with Shame, 
And yet made wretched only by a Name. 
If Names have ſuch command on human Life, 
Love ſure's a Name that's more Divine than Wife. 
That Sovereign Power all Guilt from Action takes, 
At leaſt the Stains are beautiful it makes. 


Dad. inn ſhould oppoſe 
N42 0 tis worſe, — A 
., 

. 

A 3 W 

And ruin'd all the Country where he 

Whether this Paſſion from above was ſent 

The Fate of him Heay'n fayours to prevent, 

Or as the Curſe of Fortune in excels; 

That, ſtretching, would ond be reach pa: 
And, with a Taſte which r 4 
| Loaths lawful Good, and law Ul dos en? | 
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Nour. My Son, your Bus neſs is not hard to gueſs; 


[To Morat. 

I wm ot ms you by my Stay; 

She merits all the Love which you can pay. 

| | Exit with Zayda. 

Re-enter Arimant, with Meleſinda; then Exit. Morat runs 
to Melefinda, aud embraces her. | 
Mor. Should I not chide you, that you choſe to ſtay 

In gloomy Shades, and loſt a glorious Day ? 

| Loft the firſt Fruits of Joy you ſhould poſſeſs 1 

In my Return, and made „ Benny + leſs? — 

Thoſe pretring lick —_— ] 
8. i 5 to me? = 

6. — dark Cell your Shouts of Triumph rung: i 

1 with Pleaſure; but I thought em long. | i 

Mer. The Publick will in Triumphs rudely ſhare, 1 

And Kings Be Rudeneſs of their |oys muſt bear: 9 

But I 

And thoug 


haſte to ſet my Captive free: 1 
ht that work was only worthy me, - 
The Fame of antient Matrons you purſue; 4 
And ſtand a blameleſs Pattern to the New. 
I have not words to praiſe ſuch Acts as theſe; 


But my Heart, and mold it as you pleaſe. | 
Mel. A 'Fryal of your Kindneſs I muſt make, i 
— 1 1 


1 Mer, 


1 9 3 
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will Pity ſhow. 
My dotes, and let him ftill dote on; 
He buys his Miſtreſs dearly with his Throne. 
Mel. See her; and then be cruel if you can. 
Aer. Tis not with me as with a private Man. 
Such may be fway'd by Honour, or by Love; 
But Monarchs, only by their Int'reſt move. 
Mel. Heav'n does a Tribute for your Pow'r demand: 
He leaves th Oppreſt and Poor upon your Hand. 
And thoſe who Stewards of his Pity prove, 
He Bleſſes, in return, with publick Love. 
In his Diſtreſs, ſome Miracle is ſhown: 
If exiPd, Heav'n reſtores him to his Throne. 
He needs nc Guard while any Subject's near: 
Nor, like his Tyrant Neighbours, lives in Fear : 
No Plots th Alarm to his Retirements give: 
They. You promie Friendſhip in your low Eſta 
Mor. You promis'd Fri IÞ in ſtate; 
Ani fouls Geget it in your deter Fate | 
Such Maxims are more plauſible than true; 
But ſomewhat muſt be given to Love and you. 
Pl] view this Captive Queen; to let her ſee, _. 
Pray'rs and Complaints are loſt on ſuch as me. [pleas'd, 
Mel. I'll beax the Rs . — 1 much I'm 
That, by my Care, th* afflicted eas 
a. 4 ſhe is going off, — 
Ind. I' ſpare your Pains, and venture out alone, 
Since you, fair Princeſs, my Protection own. 
But you, brave Prince, a harder Task muſt find; 
Je Morat kneeling, who takes her up. 
In ſaving me, you would but half be kind. 
An hu Suppliant at your Feet I lye; 
You have condemn'd my better Part to die. 
Without my Aureng-Zebe I cannot live; 
Revoke his Doom, or elſe my Sentence give. 
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Mel. If Meleſmda in your Love have part, 

Which, to ſuſpect, would break my tender Heart: 

If Love, like mine, may for a Lover plead,' 

By the chaſte Pleaſures of our Nuptial Bed, 

By all the Int'reſt my paſt Suff rings make, 

And all I yet would ſuffer for your fake; 

By you your ſelf, the laſt and deareſt ti 
Mor. You move in vain; for Aureng-Zebe muſt die. 
Ind. Could that Decree from any Brother come ? 

Nature her ſelf is ſentenc'd in your Doom. 

Piety is no more, ſhe ſees her Place 

Uſurp'd by Monſters, and a ſavage Race. 

From her ſoft Eaſtern Climes you drive her forth, 

To the cold Manſions of the utmoſt North. 

How can our Prophet ſuffer you to Reign, 

When he looks down, and fees your Brother lain ? 

Avenging Furies will your Life purſue: 

Think — a Heav n, Murat, though not for you. 

Mel. Her words imprint a Terror on my Mind. 

What if this Death, which is for him deſign' d, 

Had been your Doom, (far be that Augury!) 

And you, not Aureng-Zebe, condemn'd to die? 

Weigh well the various turns of human Fate, 

And _ b —_ our 3 
Ind. v'n the Crown for Aureng- deſign d, 

Pity, for you, had pierc'd his generous Mind. | 

Pity does with a noble Nature ſuit: 

A Brother's Life had ſuffer d no diſpute. 

All things have right in Life, our Prophet's Care 

Commands the Beings ev'n of Brutes to ſpare. 

Though Int'reſt his Reſtraint has juſtify d, 

Can Life, and to a Brother, be deny d? x 
Mor. All Reaſons for his Safety urg'd, are weak : 

And yet, methinks, tis Heav'n te hear you ſpeak. 

Mel. Tis part of your own Being to invade 
Mor. Nay,.if ſhe fail to move, would you perſwade? 

"nw e Durning to Inda. 

My Brother does a glorious Fate purſue. | 

J envy him, that he muſt fall for you. 

He had been Baſe, had he releas'd his Right: 

For ſuch an Empire none * Kings fhould fight. 
o | 5 : 
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If with a Father he diſputes this Prize, 
| My Ws Gn 

Mel. And can you then deny —— 
Can Beauty Wonder, wiper gon 

Mor. X 
Retire, and let me ſpeak with her alone. 

Meleſinda retires, weeping, 1 fide of the Theatre. 

Queen, ou ma not fruitleſs Tears employ, | 
* , TTaking Tndarnora's Hard. 
I bring you News to fill your Heart with Joy: 
Your Lover King of all t Eaſt ſhall reign: : 
For Aureng-Zebe to morrowy ſhall be lain. 

Ind. The Hopes youraie, you've blaſted with Breath: 


— back. 


With r but end with 
Did you not my Lover ſhould be King? 
Mor. I, in * the beſt of Lovers bring. 


For one forfiken both of Earth and Hear'n, 
Mag an: pr un 
Father, whit I A _ 
E Poets more than 
Au Emper n 
" Bur you, in me, have Youth and Fortune too. 
As Heav'n did to your E es, and Form Divine, 
Submit the Fate of all th Line; 


So was it — 2 its wiſe Decree, 
de Fours waar me, 


VUaſetled Virue Tory may appar; | 
Honour, vi mine, ſcrenely is ſevere. 


To ſcorn your Perſon, and reject your 

ſe po my Face into a Frown. [Tir frm bam. 
| Joy. Your Fortune you ſhould reyv'rently have us d: 
Such Geis are not twice to be refus d. 

I go to Aureng-Zebe. and am in haſte. 
— 


With 
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ACT W. SCENE I 
| Aureng-Zebe ſole. 

Iſtruſt, and Darkneſs, of a future State, 

Make poor Mankind fo fearful of their Fate. 


Death, in it ſelf, is nothing; but we fear | 
To be we know not what, we know not where. 


This is the of my Fate: ha | 


Treat; and m m to die in State 

me, as I were the Perfian Ki 

er uxurious Fomp my Death thy bring. | 

Nourmahal. | 

1 thought, NS I lateſt Breath, 

ISS 2 to e Death; | 

For I would when you upward move, 

r 

3 nan th Occaſion of your Fate; 
_ = impute to Hate. 

wt I ack not for what End your Pomp's deſigu d; 

Whether t' inſult, or to compoſe my Mind: 

e | 

But, knowing Death would ſoon th' Aſſault begin, 

Stood firm c in my Strength within: 


Tp gps that Breach did al 5 7 7 guide, 


22 
Na. r. Becauſe Morat — — WY 


Al can fay will much ſuſpected look: 


*Tis little to confeſs your Fate 1 e; 
Tet more than you would — | 
As. Since my inevitable Death you know, 
You ſafely unavailing Pity ſhow: 
Tis Popular to mourn a dying Foe. 

Naur. You made my Liberty your late Requeſt: 
I no Return due frum x grail B Breaſt ? 
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grow impatient, till 1 find ſome way 


Life, tis all a Cheat; 
Yet, food with hope, Men favour the Deceit ; 
Truſt on, and think to Morrow will repay : 
To Morrow's falſer than the former Day; 
Lies worſe; and while it ſays, We ſhall be bleſt 
With ſome new Joys, cuts off oak we poſſeſt. 
—_— none would live paſt Years again, 
Yet Mee 
And, from the of Life, think to receive 
What the firſt ſprightly running could not give. 
Pm tir'd with waiting for this Chimick Gold, 
Which fools us young, and rs us when old. 
Nowr. "Tis not for nothing that we Life purſue; 
It pays our Hopes with fomething ſtill that's new: 
Each Day's a Miſtreſs, unenjoy'd Z 
Like Travellers, we're pleas d with ſeeing more. 
Did you but know what Joys way attend, 
You would not hurry to 's end. 
Aur. I need not haſte of Life to meet; 
The Preci e far Ade 
Au. Think not my Senſe of Virtue is fo ſmall: 
FI] rather leap down firſt, and break your Fall. 
My Azreng-Zebe (may I not call you ſo?) 
; [Taking him by the Hund. 
Behold me now no longer for your Foe; 
J am not, cannot be your Enemy: 
Look, is there any Malice in my Eye? 


1 Boch u. 


Ther diftance ſhews too much Reſpekt, or Fear 
You'll find no Danger in approaching near. 
Aur. Forgive th Amazement of my doubtful State: 
This Kindneſs from the Mother of Morat! 
Or ist ſome Angel, pitying what I bore, 
Who takes that Shape, to make my Wonder more? 
oy. TOR ON RO Te To iſpui | 
Or any thing more may charm Eyes. 
Your Guardian bus Sn pet. oo iT 
In care, nor could ke love his Charge fo well. 
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Burt happy,. 
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Any. Whence can ſo wonderful a Change? 
Naur. Can to Deſert, like yours, be ſtrange? 
Kindneſs by ſecret Sympathy is ty d; 
For noble Souls in Nature are ally d. 
I b with what a Brow you brar'd your Fate; 
Yet with what Mildneſs bore your Father's Hate. 
My Virtue, like a String wound up by Art, 
To the ſame Sound, when yours was touch'd, wok part, 6 
At diſtance fheok, and trembled at my Heart. 
Aur. V'l not my Father is unkind, 
Since ſo much Pity from a Foe I find. 
Jaſt Heav'n reward this AG 
i. TOTO A omens Gves denn, 
You turn me over to another Hand. 
2 
. to 
you your ſelf would, with your ſelf, reward: 
_—— 92 the are of ber Kind, * 


To 


only can behold the Sun: 
muſt you; if yet, Prelage Divine 
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envy d ev'n by Joe: 


ace or Fear 


| 7 
And J, till now, — to miſtake 
Th inceſtuous Meaning wh ch too plain you make. 

Nour. And why this Nicereſs to that Pleafure ſhown, 
Wnt, he all her Joys i — 

Goel bs an. aud lowing ſtill to 
Vlakes it o great, we can but taſte a 
So fills the Senſcs, that the Soul ſeems 

And Thought it ſelf does, for the time, lie dead; 

Till, like a String ſcru'd up with eager haſte, | 

It breaks, and is too exquilite to laſt ? 

Ar. Heay'ns! can you this, without juſt Vengeance, 
When will yon hands; bee docs? [hear ? 
Yet her alone let not your Thunder ſeize : 

I. too, deſerve to die, becauſe I pleaſe. 
Nouy. Cuſtom our Native Royaky does awe; 
„ Lent es Law: 

For whoſoever the firſt Lovers were, 
Brother and Siſter made the ſecond Pair, 
And doubled, by their Love, theic Pict 

Aur. Hence, henee, and to ſome — fy; 

Which only Brutes in human Form does yield, 

And Man nm amn 

Who eat Parents. Piety pretend; 

Yet there no Sons their dere Bed aer 
To vail great Sins, a greater ou chuſe; 
And, on Sons ds rar ANN — bn | 

Nour. kane this ate ug you have hows. 
How I adore a Soul my own! 

You mutt be mine, that you may learn to live; 
Knoyy Joys, which ealy fie wie loves can gave. 


* émgg — 8 
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Tou 


Your Fate's deferr'd, you ſhall not die to : 


— . 
_ 


Nor think that Action you upbraid, fo ill: 

I am not chang'd; T love my Husband ftill; , 
But love him as he was, when youthful Grace, 

And the firſt Down began to ſhade his Face: 


repent too late. | 
Behold th effect of what gee oy Te Hate. . 
| ating t te preſent hi 
This Cu W : 
RR 5 
Waun 
| | Recerumg it er. 
But this the leaft. T'immortal Liberty . 
This firſt I pour like dying Socraes; 1 of 
[ Spilling à little of it. 
Gam be bo. Duh pleaſes when he frees. 
be is going 10 drmk, Enter Morat attended. 


Mer. Make not ſuch hafte, you muſt my leiſure ſtay: 


| | [Taking the Cup from him. 
Nor. What fooliſh has d Mind, 
To alter what your Pr — a: 8 


Mer. What if I pleaſe to lengthen out his date 


A Day, and take a Pride to cozen Fate? 


Mw. Twi eee br to ky es ive an Hour. 
Loy. Fl do't, to ſhow Arbirrary Pow'r. | | 
And you repent t occaſion loſt in vain, | 


Mor. 


— 
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Mor. I ſmile at what your Female Fear foreſees: 
m in Fate's Place, and dictate her Decrees. | 
Let Arimant be calfd. | [Exit ane of his Attendants. 

Au. Give me the Poiſon, and Tl] end your Strife: 

I hate to keep a poor precarious Life. 
Would I my on baſe Terms receive, 
Know, Sir, I could have liv'd without your leave. 
But thoſe I could accuſe, I can forgive: 
By my diſdainful Silence, let em live. 
Naur. What am I. that you dare to bind my Hand? 


So low, I've not a Murder at command! 
Can you not one poor Life to her afford, 

Her who gave up whole Nations to your Sword? 

And from th Abundance of whoſe Soul and Heat, 

 Tht'oerflowing ſ{erv'd to make your Mind ſo great. 

© Moy. What did that Greatneſs in a Woman's Mind? 

Ill lodg'd, and weak to act what it deſign d. 

Pleafure's your Portion, and your fl Eaſe: 

When Man's at leiſure, ſtudy how to pleaſe. 

Soften his angry Hours with ſervile Care, 

And when he calls, the ready Feaſt prepare. 

From Wars, and from Affairs of State abſtain: 

Women emaſculate a Monarch's Reign; | 

And murmuring Crouds, who ſee em ſhine with Gold, 
That pomp, as their own raviſh'd Spoils behold. 
Naur. Rage choaks my Words: Tis Womanly to 


__ weep: _ 

In my ſwolbn Breaſt my cloſe R Pl keep; 
I'll watch his tender ſt Part, an there ſtrike deep. ¶ Exit. 
Ar. Your ſtrange Pr ing dees my Wonder move; 
Yet ſeems not to expreſs a Br 's Love, | 

Say to what Cauſe my reſcu'd Life I owe. 
Mer. If what you ask would pleaſe, you ſhould not know. 
But fince that Knowledge, more than Death, will grieve, 
Know, Ingdamers gain'd you this Repriere. {Change? 


* Morat. 


* 
> — — — e 
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Take that; and, if you'll ſpare my farther Crime, 

Be kind, and grieve to Death againſt your Time. 
| Enter Arimant. 

Remove this Pris' ner to ſome ſafer Place: 

He has, for Indamera's fake, found Grace: 

And from my Mother's Rage muſt guarded be, 


Till you receive a new Command from me. 
Arim. Thus Love, and Fortune, perſecute me ſtill, 


And make me Slave to Rivals Will. LI. 


0 ife, which I muſt buy 
With your Contempt, and her Inconftancy! ?) 
For a few Hours, my whole Content I pay : 
You ſhall nat force on me another Day. 


it with Ari 
Mel. I have b his Hour's long ſpace, 
fel. I b een ſeeki 1 this 8 

fear d to find you 2 Place; 
fince youve here, my Jealoafic grows leſs:! 


A 
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Mor. The in the World to Fleſh and Blood: 
You fondly love much longer than you ſhould. 
Nei. If that be all which makes your Diſcontent, 
Of ſuch a Crime I never can repent. 
Mor. Would you force Love upon me, which I ſhun? 

bring courſe Fare, when Appetite is gone? 
Mel. Why did I not, in Priſon, die before 
My fatal Freedom made me ſuffer more? 
I had been pleas'd to think I dyd for you, 
And doubly pleas d, becauſe you then were true: | | 
Then I had Hope; but now, alas, have none. | 


Z 


You'll ſure 


Mel. Oh! periſh by your Hand, 
ki. ron renn. 


Yau own what Cer P ions Man can boaſt, 
And if ſhe view you with my Eyes, ſhe's loft. 

Mor, Here I renounce all Love, all Nuptial Ties: 
Henceforward live a Stranger to my Eyes: 
When I appear, ſee you avoid the Place, 


1 


5 | pon, — 
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r Fortune wait, 
ve not thus the Counter- time to Fate. 
os” Fortune long frown'd, and has but lately ſmil'd : 
I doubt a Foe ſo newly reconcild. 
You {aw but Sorrow in its waning Form, 
A working Sea remaining from a Storm; 
When the now weary Waves roul oer the Deep, 
And faintly murmur cer they fall aſleep. 
Emp. Your inv/ard Griefs 4 ſmother in your Mind; | | 
Bur Fame's loud Voice proclaims your Lord unkind, 1 
Mor. Let Fame be bulie where ſhe has to do: 
Tell of fought Ficlds, and every pom Show. | 
Thoſe Tales : zre fit to fill che Peoples — 
Monarchs, unqueſtion' d, move in higher 8 | 
Mel. Believe not Rumor, but your {elf ; and ſee E1 
The Kindneſs twixt my * Lord and me. 


ee 


Xifſng Prat. 
This is our State; thus y we live; * 5 

Theſe are the Quarrels w i we take and 

7 had = cer Hoy bo ee 0 Bk 


vou, and 


Mor. You'll pleaſe to leave me judge of what I do, 
And not examine by the outward ſhow. 
Your dig of my Mother might be good: 
11 
Emp. Nor was it fit you ſhould. | 
Mor. Then, in as Ballance weigh my Deeds. 
2 Sos 
le (w Y not nt) Injuftice 
Is Judging m me the 7 a Son? 0 
ot of a Son, but of an Emperor: | 
You canceil'd Duty when you gave me Pow'r. 
If your own Actions on your Will you ground, 
Mine ſhall hereafter know no other Bound. 
What meant you when you call'd me to a Throne? 
Was it to pleaſe me a Name alone ? 


Emp. "Twas that I thought your Gratitude would know 
| What to my partial Kindck you ted owe: 
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That what your Birth did to your 
Your Merit of Obedience might [propoſe; 
Mer. To your own mi 
Wie Hope you W 


Of Buſineſs you complain'd ; * Eaſe: 
Enjoy what Cer decrepid Age can 2 


Ear, Sep. e 


os deny, 


But time theſe giddy — Lye perm 
Mean while Til tafte the Laber Joys of Love. 
Mor. You cannot Love, nor Pleaſures take, or give; 


But Lo 172 tis too late to live. 
On a tir er purſue ht, 
Let flip your Mev, and S. eu — 


If you have liv'd, take thankfully the 
Make, as you can, the ſweet R ſt. 
If r 
But Life ſunk thr you like a leaky Sieve, 

Accuſe your ſelf you liv'd not while 


Fll take that Poſt to cover your 
And love her, fee Howie of ing Bowe. 

Emp. Thou doſt but try how far I can forbear, 
Nor art that Monſter which thou wouldſt appear: 
But do not wantonly my Paſſion move; 

I pardon that relates to Love. 
My Fury does, hike jealous Forts, purſue 
With Death, en Siran s who but come to view, 

Mor. I did not only view, but will invade: 

Lie i, beneath whoſe An is Duh toc 


you might; 
But, in the Ca ve Queen your Right 
r — 8 


Love. 
Arn | 


mas roy ny ty 


; 
| 
4 
J 
| 
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When Heav'ni call'd on me for thy Brother's Claim, 
Broke all, and fully'd my unſpotted Fame? 

Wert thou to Empire, by my Baſeneſs, brought, 
And would'ſt thou raviſh what fo dear I bought? 
Dear! for my Conſcience and its Peace I gave: 
Why was my Reaſon made my Paſſion's ? 
I fee Heav'ns Juſtice; thus the Pow'rs Divine 
. Crimes let them pay, and puniſh as they 


What Pow'r makes mine, — ankpex þ com 
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, Short Eaſe; but T kind: ö 


new form my Breath; > 
kee which 1 me Death? 


* 
rr 


And I'm too Noble but to give a | 
"Your Father, and an Empire! am I | 
No more? Or have ſo weak a 
In chuſing you, to cf | 
Aur. Ho v, witha T you would a Falſhood blind) 
Tis not my Father's Love you have deſign d; 
Your Choice is fix d where Youth and Po r are join'd. } 
Ind. wh Youth and Pow'r are join'd! has le a 
ame? 
' Fir. You would be told; lory in Stame: 
There's ee | 
You: Pleaſure more, by me it muſt be ſpoke. 


No, Aueng-Zebe, you merit all my Heart, 
known 


— A 
2 * . 


VER 


Then, then it raviſhes, when pleas'd Ear 
The Sound does from 2 Rival hear. 
Morets the Name your Heart leaps up to meet, 


While Aureng- Zebe lies dying at Feet. 
Ind. Who told you this? * 
Aur. ——— Are you ſo leſt to Shame? 

Morat, Morat, Morat: Tou love the Name 

So well, your ev'ry Queſtion ends in that; 

You force me ſtill to antwer you, Aras. 

Morat, vr he bet could tell what you reveal'd; 

Rara, too proud to * his conceaPd. 
Ind. How:er unjuſt your the appear, 

t ſhows the Lois, of what you love, you fear; 


PP 


wee 222 — 


* 
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move: 
ild of Love. 


Y L 
deny'd you Aid, 


2 Requeſt 
* 


yet think ou true: 
my {elf, 1 
N 


Ind. No; tis too late: I have no more to ſay. 
If you'll believe I have been falſe, you may. 

Aur. I would not; but your Crimes too plain appear 
Nay, even that I ſhould think you true, you fear. 

Did I not tell you, I would be deceiy'd ? 

Ind. I'm not concern d to have my Truth beliey'd. 
You would be cozen'd! would aſſiſt the Cheat! | 
But I'm too plain to join in the Deceit : 

Pm pleas'd you think me falſe 
And, w er my Letter did 


1 made this Mecting for no other end. 
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. Kill me not quite, with this Indifference: 
When you are Guiltleſs, boaſt not an Offence. 
I know you better than your ſelf you know: 

Your Heart was true, but did ſome Frailty ſhow : 

You promis d him your Love, that I might live; | 

But promis'd what you never meant to give. | 

„vvas t not ſo? confeſs; I can forgive. | 

Ind. Forgive! what dull Excuſes you prepare! 
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As if your ts of me were worth my Care. 
Av. Ah Traitreſs! Ah ingrate! Ah fai Mind! 
Ah Sex, invented firſt to damn Mankind ! | 


Nature took care to dreſs you up for Sin: 

Adorn'd, without; unfiniſh'd left, within. 

Hence, by no Judgment you your Loves direct; 

Talk much, neer think, and ſtill the Wrong affect. 

So much Self. love in your Compoſure's mix d, 

That Love to others {till remains unfix'd: . | 

Greatneſs, and Noiſe, and Show, are your Delight; 

Yet wiſe Men love you, in their own deſpight: 

And, finding in their native Wit'no Eaſe, 

Are forc'd to put Folly on, to pleaſe. 
Ind. Now you ſhall know what Cauſe you have to Rage; 

But to increaſe your Fury, not aſſwage: 

I found the Way your Brother's Heart to move, 

Yet promis'd not the leaſt Return of Love. 

His Pride and brutal Fierceneſs I abhor; 

But ſcorn your mean Suſpicions of me more. 

I ow'd my Honour and my Fame this Care: 

Know what your Folly loſt you, and deſpair. 


(Bai from bin. 
Aur. r 


Show Heaw' me to the Pit of Hell. 

ag hd pom 8 not yet too late: 

You may forgive, and put a Stop to Fate: 
Save me, juſt ſinking, and no more to riſe. [She ſrowns, 


How can you look with ſuch relcntleſs Eyes? 
Or let your Mind by Penitence be mov'd, 

Or Pm reſolv'd to think you never lov'd. 
Tou are not clear d, you Mercy ſpeak : 
ID r ou took th Occalion thus to break. 


Ind, 


And fd, If you 
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Id. Small Jealouſies, tis true, inflame Deſire; 
Too great, not fan, but quite blow out the Fire: 
Vet I did love you, till ſuch Pains I bore, 
That I dare truſt my ſelf and you no more. 

Let me not love you; but here end 'my Pain: 


Diſtruſt make me wretched once again. 
Now, with fall Sails, into the Port I moye, 


And: {afely can unlade my Breaſt of Love; 
Quiet, — calm: Why ſhould I then go back, 
To tempt the ſecond Hazard of a Wrack ? 

Aw. Behold theſe dying Eves, ſee their ſubmiſſive Awe; 
Theſe Tears, which Fear of Death eould never draw: 
Heard you that ig from my heav'd Heart it paſt, 

ve not, tis my laſt. 
Love mounts, and — about my ſtormy Mind. 


Like Fire, that's born by a tempeſtuous Wind. 


Oh, I could ſtifle you, with eager Haſte! 
Devour youf Kiſſes with my hungry Taſte! 
Ruſh on you! eat you! wander or each Part, 
1 ＋ th Pleaſure, ſnatch you to my Heart! 

Id you off, — A with new Rage, 
ci 


Invade you, till my ous Limbs 


Torrents of Joy, which all their Banks o erflowy 
So loſt, ſo bleſt, as I but then could knowy 
Ind. Be no more jealous. S lim ber Haus. 
Aur. — Gir e me Cauſe no more: | 
The Danger's 8 3 
Ty 5 WINE wy y Jealouſi 
Let me (for that's exiſt parting) de. 
Ind. My Life! 
Aty. ———My Soul! 
Ind. My All that Heay'n can 
'Death's Life with * without dry” 3 
To them, Arimant, haſtily. 
Arim. Oh, we are loſt, beyond all human Aid! 
The Citadel is to Morat betray'd. 
The Traytor, and the Treaſon, known too late; 
The falſe Abas deliver'd up the Gate, 
Ev'n, while I ipeak, wn compaſs round with Fate. 0 


The 
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The Valiant cannot fight, or Coward fly; 
But both in undiftinguiſh'd Crouds muſt die. 
Au. Then my Prophetick Fears are come to paſs: 
Morat was always bloody ; now, he's baſe: 
And has fo far in Uſurpation gone, 
He will by Parricide ſecure the Throne. 
| To them, the Emperor. 
Emp. Am I forſaken, and betray'd, by all? 
Not one brave Man dare, with a Monarch, fall? 
Then, welcome Death, to cover my Diſgrace; 
I would not live to reign o er ſuch a Race. | 
My Aureng-Zebe! P“.eeing Aureng-Zebe. 
But thou no more art mine; my Cruel 
Has quite deſtroy'd the Right I had in thee. 
I have been baſe, 
Baſe ev'n to him from whom I did receive 
All that a Son could to a Parent pive: 
Behold me puniſh'd in the ſelf-ſame kind, 
Th' Ungrateful does a more Ungrateful find. 
Aur. Accuſe your {elf no more; you could not be 
Ungrateful: Could commit no Crime to me: 
TI only mourn my yet uncancell'd Score: 
You put me paſt the Pow'r of Paying more: 
That, that's I that I can only prieve, 
And bring but Pity, where I would relieve; 
For had I yet ten thouſand Lives to pay, 
The mighty Sum ſhould go no other way. 
Emp. Can you forgive me? 'tis not fit you ſhould. 
Why will you be ſo excellently good? 
*Twill tick too black a Brand upon my Name: 
The Sword is needleſs; I ſhall die with ſhame. 
What had my Age to do with Love's Delight, 
Shut out from all Enjoyments but the Sight? 
Arim. Sir, you forget the Danger's imminent; 
This Minute is not for Excuſes lent. 
Emp. D.ſturb me not 
How can my lateſt Hour be better ſpent ? 
To reconcile my ſelf to him is more, 
Than to regain all I poſſeſs d before. 
G 2 


Empire, 
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Empire, and Life are now not worth a Pray r: 

e- ing Care. 
Sn will 

Ind. UW > 


Avim. then no farther time. 


And leave the Conduct of the reſt to me. 

Glory will crown my Life, if I ſucceed; | 

If not, ſhe may afferd to love me dead. [At. 
Aur. My Father's kind; and, Madam you forgive: 

Were Heav n ſo pleas d, I now could wiſh to live. 

And, I ſnall live. 

With Glory, and with Love, at once I burn: | 

I feel th inſpiring Heat, and abſent God return. Exeunt. 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


Indamora aloxe. 
HE Night ſeems doubled with the Fear ſhe brings, 
And, Oer the Cittadel, new ſpreads her Wings. 
The Morning, as miſtaken, turns about, 
Ard all her early Fires again go out. 
Shouts, Cries and Groans, firſt pierce my Ears, and then 
A flaſh of Lightning draws the guilty Scene, 
And ſhews me Arms, and Wounds, and dying Men. 
Ah, ſhould my Aweng-Zebe be fighting there, 
And envious Winds diſtingurſh'd to my Ear, 
His dying Groans, and his laſt Accents bear! 
The bloody — the Night 
Ador. oody Bus neſs of the Night is done, 
And, in the Cittadel, an Empire won. 


Our 
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2 
, at length, weary to deſtroy: 
Refus'd the Work we brought; and, out of breath, 
But what of all my Conqueſt can I boaſt? 


My Pride, before your Eyes, is loſt: 
And Vi but gains me to prefet ; 
That Homage, which our World has ſent: 

Ind. Your Victory, alas, begets my Fears: 
Can you not then triumph without my Tears? 
Reſolve me; (for you know my Deſti | 
In Aureng-Zebe s) ſay, do I live, or die? 

Mor. Urg'd by my Love, by Hope of Empire fir d; 
"Tis true, I have md what both requir'd: 
What Fate decreed; for when great Souls are giv'n, 
They bear the Marks b 


SHO ature, il] deſign d, and lame: 
Blown off, like Bloſſoms, never made to bear; 


iy c_ finiſh'd; . laſt — Care. 

Ind. This Prologue to your ſucceeding Sin: 
Blood ended what Ambition did begin. 

Wor. "Twas rumor'd, but by whom I cannot tell, 
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uur. What Bus neſs has my Conſcience with a Crown ? 
She ſinks in Pleaſures, and in Bowls will drown. 
If Mirth ſhould fail, P'll buſie her with Cares; 
Silence her clamorous Voice with louder Wars: 
Trumpets and Drums ſhall 1 
As ſounding Cymbals aid the lab ring Moon. 
Ind. Repell'd by theſe, more eager ſhe will grow; 
Spring back more ſtrongly than a Scythian Bow : 
Amidſt your Train, this unſeen Judge will wait; 
Examin how you came by all your State; 
Upbraid your impious Pomp; and, in your Ear, 
Will hollow, Rebel, Tyrant, Murderer. 1 
Your ill-got Pow'r wan Looks and Care ſhall bring: 
Known but by Diſcontent to be a King. 
Of Crouds afraid, yet anxious when alone; 
You'll fit and brood your Sorrows on a Throne. 
Mor. Birth-right's a Road to Kingly Sway; 
*Tis ev'ry dull-got elder Brother's way. | 
Dropt from above, he lights into a Throne; 
Grows of a Piece with that he fits u | 
| Heav'n's Choice, a low, inglorious, rightful Drone. 3 
But who by force a Scepter does obtain, 
Shows he can that which he could gain. 
Right comes of courſe, what e er he was before; 
Murder and Uſurpation are no more. 
Ind. By your own Laws you ſuch Dominion make, 
As ev'ry ſtronger Pow'r has right to take: | 
And Parricide will ſo deform your Name, 
That diſpoſſeſſing you will give a Claim. 
Who next Ufurps, will a juſt Prince appear; 
So much your Ruin will his Reign endcar. 
Mor. I without Guilt, would mount the Royal Seat; 
But yet tis neceſſary to be Great. | 
Ind. All — in Virtue underſtood: 
Tis only neceſſary to be Good. | 
Tell me, what is t at which great Spirits aim, 
What moſt your ſelf deſire? 
Moy. ————Renown and Fame, 
And Pow'r, as uncontrol'd as is my Will. 
Ind. How you confound Deſires of Good and III! 
8 For 
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For true Renewn is ſtill with Virtue join d; 
But Luft of Pow'r lets looſe th unbrid'd Mind. 
Yours is a Soul irregularly Great, 
Which wanting Temper, yet abounds with Heat: © 
So ſtrong, yet ſo beat. 
A Sun which does, through Vapours, dimly ſhine: 
What Pity 'tis you are not all Divine! 
New thorough light ned, and a Breaſt 
So pure, to bear the laſt ſevereſt Teſt; br 
Fit to Command an Empire you ſhould gain 
By Virtue, and without a Bluſh to reign. 

Mor. You ſhow me ſomewhat I neer learnt before; 
But *tis the diſtant Proſpect of a Shore, | 
Doubtful in Miſts; which, like inchanted Ground, 
Flies from my Sight, before tis fully found. 

Ind. Dare to be Great, without a guilty Crown 
View it, and lay the bright Temptation - 

"Tis baſe to ſeize on all, b you may; 

That's Empire, that which I can give away : 
There's Joy when to wild Will you Laws preſcribe, 
When you bid Fortune carry back her Bribe: | 
A- Joy, which none but greateſt Minds can taſte; 

A Fame, which will to endleſs laſt. 

Moy. Renown, and Fame, in vain, I courted long; 
And ſtill purſu d em, though directed wrong. 
In Hazard, and in Toils, I — 4 
Saibd farther than the Coaſt, but miſsd my Way: 
Now you have giv'n me Virtue for my Guide; 

And, with true Honour, ballaſted my Pride. 
Unjuſt Dominion I no more purſue ; 
I quit all other Claims but thoſe to you. 
Ind. Oh be not juſt to halves! p:y all you owe: 
Think there's a Debt to Meleſmds too. | 
To leave no Blemiſh on your After-Life; 
Reward the Virtue of 4 ſuff ring Wife. | 

Mor. To Love, once paſt, I cannot backward move; 
Call Yeſterday again, and I may love. | 
*T was not for nothing I the Crown refign'd; 

I ftill muſt own a Mercenary Mind: 
8 G 4 I, 


Through my tough Heart, and melt the ſtubborn Maſs. 
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I, in this venture, double Gains purſue, 
And laid out all my Stock to purchaſe you. 
To them, h Chan. 
Now, what Succeſs? does Aureng-Zebe yet live? 

Aſaph. Fortune has giv'n you all that ſhe can give. 
Your Brother 

Mor. Hold; thou ſhow'ſt an impious Joy, 

And think'ſt I ſtill take Pleaſure to Deſtroy : 

Know, I am chang'd, and would not have him lain. 
Aſath. Tis paſt; and you defire his Life in vain. 

He prod'gal of Soul. ruſh'd on the Stroke 

Of lifted Weapons, and did Wounds provoke: 

In ſcorn of Night, he would not be conceal'd ; 

His Soldiers, where he fought, his Name reveald: 

In thickeſt Crouds, ſtill Aureng-Zebe did ſound: » 

The vaulted Roofs did Auweng-Zebe rebound, 5 

Till late, and in his Fall, the Name was drown'd. 

Ind. Wither that Hand which brought him to his Fate, 
And blaſted be the Tongue which did relate. 
Aſaph. His Body 
Mer. — Ceaſe to inhanſe her Miſery : 

Pity the Queen, and ſhow Reſpect to me. 

Tis ev'ry Painter's Art to hide from fight, 

And caſt in Shades, what ſeen would not delight. 

Your Grief, in me ſuch quay has bred, [To hey, | 
I mourn; and wiſh I could recal the Dead. | ; 
Love ſoftens me; and blows up Fires, which paſs 1 


Ind. Break, Heart; or choak, with ſobs, my hated Breath; 
Do thy own Work: Admit no foreign Death. 
Alas! why do I make this uſeleſs Moan? | 
Em dead already, for my Soul is gone. N 
| To them, Mir Baba. 
Mir. What Tongue the Terror of this Night can tell, 
Within, without, and round the Citadel 4 
A new-form'd Faction does your Pow'r oppoſe; 
The Fight's confus'd, and all who meet are Foes: 
A ſecord Clamour, from the Town, we hear; 
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And the far Noiſe 1o loud, it drowns the near. 


AuRENG-ZE BE. 153 
Abas, who ſeem'd our Friend, is either fled; | 
Or, what we fear. our Enemies does head: 
Your frighted Soldiers ſcarce their Ground maintain. 
Mor. I thank their Fury; we ſbali fight again: 
They rouſe my Rage; I'm eager to ſubdue: 
Tis fatal to with-hold my Eyes from you. 
Exit with the two Omrahs. 
Bn Enter Meleſinda. 
Mel. Can Miſery no place of Safety know ? 
The Noiſe purſues me Le wrong 
As Fate ſought only me, and where I fled, 
Aim'd all its Darts at my devoted Head. 
And let it; I ami now paſt Care of Life; 
The laſt E um. an abandon'd Wife. i . 
Ina Whether Deſign or Chance has brought you here, 
I ſtand oblig'd to "4. cho or to Fear: = | 5 
Weak Women fhould, in danger, herd like Deer. 
But ſay, from whence thiSnew Combuſtion ſprings? 
Are there yet more Morats? more fighting Kings? 
Mel. Him from his Mother's Love your Eyes divide, i 
And now her Arms the cruel Strife decide. 
Ind. What * 4 Misfortunes my vext Life attend? 
Death will be kind, and all my Sorrows end. 
If Nourmahal prevail, I know my Fate. 
Mel. J pity, as my own, your hard Eſtate; 
But what can my weak Charity afford? 
I have no longer Int'reſt in my Lord: 
Nor in his Mother, he: She owns her Hate 
Aloud, and would her ſelf uſurp the State. 
Ind. Pm ſtupify'd with Sorrow, paſt Relict 
Of Tears: Parchd up, and wither'd with my Grief. 
 _ Mel. — Mourning will decays more deadly bring, 
As a North Wind burns a too forward Spring. 
Give Sorrow vent, and let the Sluices go. 
Ind. My Tears are all congeal'd, and will not flow. 
Mel. Have Comtort; yield not to the 3lows of Fate. 
Ind. Comfort, like Cordials after Death, comes late. 
Name not ſo vain a Word; my Hopes are fled; 
Think your Moras were kind, and think him dead. 


— 


* 0 aw a. 
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Mel. I can no more 


Can no more Arguments, for Comfort, fad: 
Your boding Words have quite o'erwhelm'd my Mind. 
[Clattering of Weapons within. 

Ind. The Noiſe increaſes, as the Billows rore, 

When rowling from afar they threat the Shore. 

She comes; and feeble Nature now I find 

Shrinks back in Danger, and forſakes my Mind. 

I wiſh to die, y dare not Death endure; 

Deteſt the cine, yet deſire the Cure. 


I would have Death; "bur mild, and at Command: 


I dare not truſt him in another's Hand. 


In Nowrmahal's he would not mine 


Rut arm'd with Terror, and diſguis'd dich Fear. 


Mel. Beyond this Place you can have no Retreat: 
Stay here, and I the Danger will repeat. 


I fear not Death, becauſe my Life I hate: 
And envious Death will ſhun d Unfortunate. 
Ind. You muſt not venture. 
Mel. 


Let me: I may do 
My felf a Kindneſs, in obliging you. 
In your ben Name, Il eck my angry angry Lord; 
A ur 
be bis akin of your Fane we 
And I ſhall ſee him once, and not diſpleaſe [Extt. 

Ind. Oh wretched Queen! what Pow'r thy Lifecan ve? 
A Stranger, and Unfriended, and a Slave! 

Euer Nourmahal, Zayda, and Abas, with Soldjers. 
Alas, ſhe's here ! 
[Indamora withdraws to the inner part of the Scene. 

Naur. Ren thay fade. end quimd Tran thats 

While ours with eaſie Victory were crown d. [Ground, 
To you, Abas, my Life and Empire too, | 
And, what's yet —— my Revenge, I owe. 

bas. The vain Morat, by his own Raſbnels wrought, 
Too ſoon diſcoyer'd his ambitious T 
Believ'd me his, becauſe I ſpoke him fair, 
And pitch'd his Head into the ready Snare: 
Hence twas I did his Troops at firſt admit; 
But ſuch, whoſe Numbers could no Fears beget; 


By 


— 
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N Emperors Parry firſt I flew, 
turn'd my Arms the Vidtors to ſubdue. 

Nonr. Now let the head- ſtro-g Boy my Will cont oul: 
Virtue's no Slave of Man; no Sex confines the Soul: 
I, for wy ſelf, th' Im perial Seat will 
And he ffali wait my Leifire for his Rege. 

But Aureng-Zebe is no where to be RR 
And now perhaps in Death's cold Arms he lyes: 
I fought, and conquer d, yet have loſt the Prize. _ 

Zayd. The Chance of War detetmin'd well the Strifey : 
That rack'd you, 'twixt the Lover and the Wife. 

He's dead, whoſe Love had fully d all Reign, 
And made you Empre's of the Wor! in vain. 

Nour. No; I my Pow'r and Pleaſure would divide: 
The Drudge had quench'd my Flames, and then had dy d. 
1 rige, to think without that BliG I live; 
. at Mts 

t, v Love cannot, Vengeance mu 5 
She, who bereay'd me of his Heart, ſhall die. 4 

Zayd. Il ſearch: . 

Goes in. 

Nour. This wondrous Maſter- piece I fain would ſee; 
This fatal Helen, who can Wars inſpire, 

Make Kings her Slaves, and ſet the World on fire. 


My Husband lock'd his from my View; 
Or durſt not ſet the Falſe one the True. 


d. Your frighted Captiye, cer ſhe dies, receive 
Her Sou 's juſt going elle, dont your leave. g 
Nour. A fairer Creature did my Eyes ne'er ſee! 

_ ſhe was form d by Heay'n in ſpite to me! 
2 each Grace, 

ev ry Feature from my Face. 
Such Majeſty ders from her Forehead vil, 
Her Cheeks ſuck Bluthes caſt, ſuck Rays her Eyes, 
Nor I, nor Envy, can a Blemiſh find; 
The Palace is, without, too well deſign'd s 5 
Conduct me in, for I will view thy Mind. [Id her. 
Speak, if thou haſt a Soul, that I may fee, 
es 
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| de . 3 
My Words, the Terror of your Preſence awes: : 
Mortals, in of Angels, mute become; 

The nobler ſtrikes th Inferiour dumb. 
Nowr. The Palm is, by the Foe's Confeſſion, mine; 

But I diſdain what 
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Claſhing of Swords is beard within. 
Sold. Yield, y are o'erpow'r'd: Reſiſtance is in vain. 


Within. 
Mor. Then Death's my Choice: Submiſſion I 


n: 
¶ Within. 
Nowr. Retire, you Slaves: Ah whither does he run 

| | TR, UA the Door, 

On pointed Swords? Diſarm, but fave my Son. 
Enter Morat ſtaggering, and upheld by Soldiers. 
Mor. She lives! and I ſhall fee her once again! 

I have not thrown my Life in vain. 
ig; ͤ 
I eee 
My fainting byaſs' my Mind: 

I fall roward you; ſtill m 2 

Points to your Breaſt, and trembles to its Pole. 
— “=? 


Mel. Ah wo, wo, wo! the worſt of Woes I find! 
Live ftill: Oh live; live ev'n to be unkind. 

With half-ſhut Eyes he ſeeks the doubtful Day; 
But, Ah! he bends his Sight another way. 
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He faints! and in that Sigh his Soul is gone; 

Yet Heav'n's unmov d, yet Heay'n looks careleſs on. 
Nour. Where are thoſe Pow rs which Monarchs ſhould 

Or do they vain Authority pretend defend? 

O'er human Fates, and their weak Empire ſhow, 

Which cannot guard their Images below ? 

If, as their Image, he was not Divine, 

They ought to have reſpected him as mine. 

Pll waken them with my Revenge; and ſhe 4 

him- 
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Their Indamora ſhall my Victim be, 
And helpleſs Heav'n ſh — in vain, like = 
As ſhe is going to Indamora, Morat raiſes 
| : 1 holds her Hand. 
Moy. Ah, what are we, 
Who dare maintain with Heav'n this wretched Strife, 
Puft with the Pride of Heav'n's own Gift, frail Life? 
That blaſt which my ambitious Spirit ſwell'd, 7 
See by how weak a Tenure it was held! | 
I only ſtay to fave the Innocent: 
Oh envy not my Soul its laſt Content. 
Ind. No, let me die; Pm doubly ſummon'd now; 
Firſt, by my Aureng- Zebe; and, ſince, by you. 
My Soul grows hardy, and can Death re: 
Your Convoy makes the dang'rous Way ſecure. 
| Mel. Let me, at leaſt, a Funeral Marriage crave; 
| Nor grudge my cold Embraces in the Grave. 
I have too juſt a Title in the Strife: 
By me, unhappy me, he loſt his Life: 
I calbd him hither; twas my fatal Breath; 
And I the Screech-Owl that proclaim'd his Death. 
[Shout within. 
Abas. What new Alarms are theſe? I'll haſte and ſee. 
i ow. Lackom and few. an ache Slit le 
Mor. That I contemn'd, ev'n when I thought it mine. 
Oh, I muſt yield to my hard Deſtinies, I Ind. 
And mutt for ever ceaſe to ſee your Eyes. 
Mel. Ah turn your Sight to me, my deareſt Lord! 
Can you not one, one parting Look afford? 


* 


Ev'a 
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Ev'n ſo unkind in Death? but tis in vain; 
I loſe my Breath, and to the Winds complain: 
Yet tis as much in vain your cruel Scorn; 
Still I can love, without this laſt Return. 
Nor Fate, nor you, can my vow'd Faith controul; 
Dying, III follow your diſdainful Soul: 
A Ghoſt, Pl haunt your Ghoſt; and, where you go, 
With mournful Murmurs fill the Plains below. 


Have I heard one kind Word before I part? 

I can, I can forgive: Is that a Task 

To _ like * Are you ſo oh ro 

One kiſs—— Oh *tis too great a Bleſſing this ; [Ki/es kim 
I would not live to abs gra Bliſs. PI 
| | Re-enter Abas. 

Abas. Some envious Devil has ruin'd us yet more: 
The Fort's revolted to the Emperor; | 
The Gates are open'd, the Portcullis drawn ; 
And deluges of Armies, from the Town, 
Come Ting in: I heard the mighty flaw, 

When fu ſt it broke; the crowding Entigns ſaw, 
Which choak'd the Paſſage; and, (what leaſt I fear d.) 
The waving Arms of Aureng-Zebe appear d, 

Diſplay d with your M 3 | 
In either's F len Serpents 2 | 
Erected 8 like like Volumes rear, 5 
And mingle friendly hiſſings in the Air. | 
Their Troops are join'd, and our Deſtruction nigh. 

Nowr. Tis vain to fight, and I diſdain to fly. 

Pil mock the Triumphs which our Foes intend; 

And, ſpite of Fortune, make a glorious End. | 

In pois'nous Draughts my Liberty Pl! find: 

And from the nauſeous World fet free my Mind. Exit. 

At the other end of the Stage, enter Aureng-Zebe, Dianet, 
and Attendants. Aureng-Zebe turns back, and ſpeaks, 


Ar. The Lives of all, who ceaſe from Combat 


ſpare; 
My Brother's be your moſt peculiar Care: POR 


——ä——ũw— — — 
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Our impious Uſe no longer fhall obtain; 


Brothers no more, by Brothers, ſhall be ſlain. 


Ha! do 1 dream? this my hop Sues? 

I grow a Statue, ſtiff, and motionleſs. 
Look, Dianet: for I dare not truſt theſe Eyes; 
They dance in Miſts, and dale with 

Dia. Sir, tis War; dying he ſeems, or dead: 
——— — 


his Head. — 


Aur. Supports 
Thou ſpalt not break yet Heart, nor ſhall ſhe know 
My inward Torments, by my outward Show ; 


| To let her ſee my Weakneſs, were too baſe; 


Difſembled Quict fit upon m Face: 

My Sorrow to my Eyes no find, 

But let it inward fink, and drown my Mind. 

Falſhocd ſhall want its Triumph: I begin | 

Ie 2 but PII prop my within. 5 

pecious Tow'r no Ruin ſhall diſcloſe, 

Til — at once, the mighty Fabrick 
Nor. e [ToInd. 

And Seal my Paſport to the bleſs'd — Li or nd 

3 8 you 

's nothing now wo 
Mor. ne 8 

. A bling Firs 

Not t IA Fire, 

Fed from the Brand. [Dies 
As. Ab me? KoÞ gone? I dhe? [Sen. 
Ind. — Oh diſmal | 

Fate, „ 


[5% zone, ad for Amen Zeke Janding by ber, 


O Heav'n! my Aweng-Zebe—What ſtrange Surpriſc! 
Or does my cling Mind auer my Eye, 
And thows the Figure ſt _— 
Or lvit thou? am 1 bel, and 1 
Aur. My Brother's Body fee — Care, 
Turning from ber, to his Attendans. 
whae we may Royel Biyalite jrojue. 4 


— 
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to Meleſmda bring Relief; 
22. — 5 
[Half turning to Indamora. 

T gn, w whe for guar Hoes por Tone 
Both the lov'd Obje&, and the hated too. 
[ Going away after the Bodies, which are carried off. 
Ind. Hear me; yet think not that I beg your Stay: 
[Laying hold of bim. 
r 
Go; but Repentance vain: 
me [He ſtruggles 


Face 


With 
Recal 


he as. 


Yet you may tell me your pretended Wrong. 
2 be that the Bale] then my Stay is vain. 
Ind. How are you injur'd? | 


? 
! 
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Then. in Morat, — + Q_ on'd; 
hed ot the Wark was e ie] 
T rave again, and to my Rage return, 
To be again ſubjected to your Scorn. p 
Id. J wait till this long Storm be over-blowyn. 
| Ar. Tm conſcious of my Folly : I have done. , 
| I cannot rail; but ſilently II grieve. ö 
4 5 
] 


How did I truſt! and how did you deceive! 
Oh, Aima, would 1 had dy'd for thee! 
I dearly buy thy Generofity. 
Ind. Alas, is he then dead? 
Fur, — —— Unknown to me, | | 
He took my Arms; and while I fore'd my Way, | 
Through Troops of Foes, which did our Paſlage ſtay, 
My Buckler o'er my aged Father caſt, 
Still fighting, ſtill defending as I paſt, 
The noble Arimant uſurpd my Name; 
Fought, and took from me, while he gave me, Fame. 
To Aweng-Zebe, he made his Soldiers cry, 5 
And ſeeing not, where he heard Danger nigh, 5 | 
Shot, like a Star, t the benighted Sky. | 
A ſhort, but mighty Aid: At he fell. 
| 72 Adventures twere apts, tell; 

Or my Army, entring in i 
anion —ͤ0 det She: 
il How my Appearance, and my Father ſhown, _ 
| Made Peace; and all the rightful Monarch own. 

Tve ſum d it briefly, fince it did relate 
Tb unwelcome Safety of the Man you hate. 

Ind. As briefly will I clear my Innocence: | 
Your alter'd Brother dy'd in my Defence. | 
Thoſe Tears you ſaw, that Tenderneſs I ſhow'd, 

Were juſt of Grief and Gratitude. 
He dy'd my Convert. 
Ar. hut your Lover too: 
T heard his Words, and did your Actions view; 
You ſeem d to mourn another Lover dead: 
My Sighs you gave him, and my Tears you ſhed. 
But worſt of all. | f 


Re. 
_— 


Tour 


vi 
| 
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' Your Gratitude for his Defence was ſhown: 
It prov'd you valu'd Life when I was gone. 
Ind. Not that I valu'd Life; but fear d to die: 
Think that my Weakneſs, not Inconſtancy. 
Aur. Fear d you doubted of your own Intent: 


Tell me not you could fear ; 
Fear's a large Promiſer ; who ſubject live 
To that Paſſion, know not what they give. 
No Circumſtance of rief you did deny; 
And what could ſhe give more who durſt not die? 
Ind. My Love, my Faith. | 
Aur. -— Both fo adult'rate grown, 
When mix'd with Fear, they never could be known, 
I wiſh no Ill might her I love befal; | 
But ſhe ne er lov d, who durſt not venture all. 
Her Life and Fame ſhould my Concernment be; 
But ſhe ſhould only be afraid for me. 
Ind. My Heart was yours; but, Oh! you left it here, 
Abandon'd to thoſe Tyrants, Hope and Fear : 
If they forc'd from me one kind Look, or Word, 
Could you ant ate og ſmall Part afford? 1 
Aur. If you d, you nothing yours could call, 
Givi the leaſt of ms pou gave 22 all. . 
True Love's a Miſer; ſo tenacious grown, 
He weighs to the leaſt Grain of what's his own. * 
More delicate than Honour's niceſt Senſe: 
Neither to give nor take the leaſt Offence. 
With, or without you, I can have no reſt: 
What ſhall I do? you're lodg'd within my Breaſt : 
Your Image never will be ce diiplacd; 
But there it lyes, ſtabb'd, mangled, and defac d. 
Ind. Yet, to reſtore the Quiet of your Heart, 
There's one way left. #8 
Aur, gj name it. 
Ind. n part. 
Since perfect Bliſs with me you cannot prove, 
I ſcorn to bleſs by halves the Man I love. 
Aur. Now you diſtract me more: Shall then the Day, 
Which views my Triumph, ſee our Loves decay? 


— — 


Refuſe, my ſelf, what I had 
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Muſt T new Bars to my own Joy create ? 
d from Fate? 


What though I am not loy'd? 
Reaſon's nice Taſte does our 


1 = 


Le Go: The — comme call thee back. 

She's Guitleſs, and 1 ſhould fubmit; but Ob! 

When ſhe Exacts it, can I ſtoop fo low ? | 3 
Yes; for ſhe's Guiltleſs; — but ſhe's too. 


Great Souls ſtruggle cer they own a Crime: 
She's gone; leaves me no repen 4 {any 
— 9 her now; ſure, if ſhe loves, ſhe'll ſtay; 


Linger at leaſt, or not go far away, 
1 Fits is ale hw; and renee: 
For ever loſt, and I too late. 


My fooliſh Pride, w ſet my whole Eſtate, 5 


Ti 3 L loft all back to Fate. 
To kin the Emperor, drawing. in Indamora: Attendants. 
Emp. It muſt not be, that he, by whom we live, 
Should no Advantage of his Gift receive. 
Should he be wholly wretched? he alone, 
In this bleſs d Day, a Day ſo much his own? [To Ind. 
I have not quitted yet a Vidtor's 5 * 
Fll make you happy in your own deſpight. 
I love you ſtil}; and if 1 hard 
To give, it ſhows the Worth of the Reward. 
Id. Suppoſe he has ofercome; muſt I find Place 
A his conquer'd Foes, and ſue for Grace? 
pardord, and confeſs I lov d not well? 
A ws ary ra te wie 
I know it: Truth may own a gen'rous Pride: 
I car my Ell and care for none bekde 
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** Oh, Indamers, you would break my Heart! 
gh rn op Aegan terms, to part? 
1 os Love a: Was it ty'd 8 2 
8 loo 4 4 uarrel could divide? i} 
I grant that my icions were unjuſt; ö 
But would you leave me for a ſinall Diſtruſt? | 
Forgive thoſe fooliſh Words [Kneeling to her. 4 
They were the Froth my Folly mov'd, | 
When it boild up: I knew not then I lov'd; 
l 


Ind. [To Aur.] You would but half be bleſt! 


| 
[Sung her Hand, ſmiling. 
Aw. — 8 | 
My eager Love: Pll give my - | 
EX very hope is a full Happineſs; i 
Yer ſcantl een wha i 
Fancy it in Enjoyment, is | | 
But a dumb Judge, and cannot tell its Blifs. | 43 
Emp. Her Eyes a ſecret yielding do confeſs, 3 
And promile to partake your Happineſs. | 
May all the Joys I did my felf ke, 
Be rais'd by her, and multiply'd on you. [| 

4 Freceſi of Prief __ — and laft Meleſinda 


Ind. Alas! what means N | 
Aur. Tis the Proceſſion of a . Vow, 
Which cruel Laws to indians Wives allow, ; 
When fatally their Virtue they approve; 
Chearful in Flames, and Martyrs of their Loye. 
Ind. Oh my forebeding Heart! th' Event I fear; 
And ſee! ſad Meleſmda does ap 
 _ Mel. You my Love; what Grief do I betray ? 
This is the Triumph of my Nuptial Day. 
My better Nuptials; which, in ipight of Fate, 
For ever join me to my dear Murat. 
Now I am pleas d; my ſealouſies are oer: 
Hes mine; and I can loſe him now no more. 
Emp. Let no falſe ſhow of Fame your Reaſon blind. 
Ind. You have no Right to die; he was not kind, 


Mel, 


r Y . 


And this my Rival, this the curſed She. 
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Mel. Had he been kind. I could no Love have ſhown: 


Each vulgar Virtue would 2s much have done. 
My Love was ſuch, it needed no return; 

But could, though he ſupply'd no Fuel, burn. 
Rich in it ſelf,. = quay" Fire, | 
Whoſe pureneſs does no Aliment require. 

In vain you would bereave me of my Lord; 
For I will die: Die is too baſe a Word, 


Tul ſeek his Breaſt, and kindling by his Side, 
Adorn'd with Flames, Fil mount a glorious Bride. ¶ Exit. 


Enter Nourmahal difftrafed, with Tayda. 
Zayd. She's loſt, ſhe's loſt! but why do I complain 
For her, who generouſly did Life diſdain | | 
Poiſon'd, ſhe rave 
Th' invenom d does the Soul attack; 

Th' invenom'd works its own Poiſon back. 
Naur. J burn, I more than burn; I am all fire: 
See how my Mouth and Noſtrils Flame expire. 
PII not come near my {elf- 

Now I'm a burning Lake, it rowls and flows; 

Fl ruſh, and pour it all upon my Foes. 

Pull, pull that reverend Piece of Timber near : 
Throw't on——'tis dry——'twill burn 

Ha, ha! how my old Husband crackles there! 
Keep him down, keep him down, turn him about: 
I know him; he'll but whiz, and ſtrait go out. 


Fan me, you Winds: what, not one Breath of Air? 


I burn em all and yet have Flames to ſpare. 
Quench me: Pour on whole Rivers. *Tis in vain: 
Morat ſtands there to drive 'em back again : 

With thoſe huge Bellows in his Hands, he blows 
New Fire into my Head: My Brain-pan glows. 
See, ſee, . 


But he blows all his Fire into my Heart. 


Aur. Alus, what Fury's this? 


Nour. That's he, that's he! 


1 8 the dear Man's Voice: 


[Staring upon bim, and catching at him. 
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They blk: into each others Arms they run 
Cloſe, cloſe, ST 0 
Thou art not hers: Give n 
„ > ia 

? — before my Face? — 
dy and have my Hell before I die! 
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1 
[Sinks down. 


Emp. With thy laſt Breath thou haſt thy Crimes con- 


feſt: 

Farewel; and take, what thou ne'er gav'ſt me, Reft. 
But you, my Son, receive it better here: 

[Giving him Indamora's Hands 
The juſt Rewards of Love and Honour wear. | 
Receive the Miſtreſs you ſo have ſerv'd; 
Receive the Crown your Loyalty preſerv d. 
Take tte Mite, wth | Gs from 
And within-the Chariat which 1 drove. 


'EPI- 
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EPILOGUE 


N 

1 io needs would undertake to pleaſe by Rule: 
He thought that, if his Characters were good, 
The Scenes entire, and freed from Noiſe and Blood; 
The Attion great, yer circumſcri'd by Time, 

The Paſfons raid, and calm d by juſt Degrees, 

fs Tides are ſwell'd, and then retire to Seas; 

He thought, in hitting theſe, his Bus neſs done, 
Though he, perhaps, has fail d in ev'ry one: 

But, after all, a Poet muſt confeſs, 

His Art's like Phyſick, but a happy Gueſs. 

Tour Pleaſure on your Fancy muſt depend: — 
The Lady's plan d, juſt as ſhe likes her Friend. 
No Song! no Dance! no Show ! he fears you'll ſay, 
Lou love all naked Beaxties, but a Play. = 
He much miſtakes your Methods to delight ; | 5 


An, like the French, abbers our Target-fight : 
But thoſe dam Dogs can never be i th Rift. 

True Engliſh hate your Monſiewr's palery Arts. 

For you are all Silk-weavers, in your Hearts. 

Bold Britons, at 4 brave Bear-garden Fray, 

Are rouz'd: And, clatt ring Sticks, cry, Play, play, play. 
td mutter 10 himſelf, Ha gens Barbare! 


Aud 


EPILOGUE. 
Our Butchers elſe would tear him Limb from Lins. 
"Tis true, the time may come, your Sons may be 
Infected with this French Civility; 

But this in After-ages will be done: 
Our Poet writes a hundred Tears too ſoon. 
This Age comes on tos ſlow, or he too faft : 
And early Springs are ſubject to a Blaſt! 
hs would excel, when few can make a Teſs * 
Betwixt indif rent Writing and the beſt # 

For Favours cheap and common, who wou'd firive, 
Which, like abandon'd Proſtitutes, you give ? 

Yet ſeatter'd here and there I ſome behold, 

To theſe he writes; and, if by them allow'd, 

Is their Prerogative to rule the Crowd. 

For he more ſears (like a qreſuming Man) | 
Their Votes who camot judge, than theirs who cas. 
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TRAGEDY. 
| As it is Aded at the 


THEATER-ROYAL 


BY 


His MajEsTtyY's Servants ; 


And Written in Imitation of Shakeſpeer's st 
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Facile eſt verbum aligned ardens 6 ita * 
notare: idque reſtiuctis animorum incendiis ir- 
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To the Right Honourable 
THOM A S, 


Earl of Danby, Yiſcoant Latimer, 
and Baron Osborne of Kiveton az 
Yorkſhire, Lord High Treaſurer YL 7 


0 3". one of his Majeſty's 
* owour able P 1 and 
Knight of the noſt Noble Order of 


My Lozp, | 
mama HE Gratitede of Poets is ſo trouble- 
RSS fome 2 Virtue to great Men, that 
* you are ofren in Danger of your own 
ST RES Zenefits: For you ace threaten'd with 
Fa ſome Epiſtle, and not ſuffer'd. to do 
good in quiet, or to compound for 
their Silence whom you hase oblig d. Yet, 1 
confeſs, Ineither am nor ought to be ſurpriz'd at 
this Jadulgeuce : Fot your Lordſhip has the ſame 
H 3 Right 
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Right to favour Poetry, which the Great and 
R 
There is ſomewhat of a tie in Nature betwixt 


thoſe who are Born for worthy Actions, and 


thoſe who can tranſmit them to Poſterity: And 
though ours be much the inferior Part, it comes 
at leaft within the Verge of Alliance; nor are we 
unprofitable Members of the Commonwealth, 
when we animate others to thoſe Virtues, which 
we copy and deſcribe from you. 

"Tis indeed their Intereſt, who endeavour the 
Subverſion of Governments, to diſcourage Poets 
and Hiſtorians; for the beſt which can happen to 
them, is, to be forgotren : But ſuch who, under 
Kings, are the Fathers of their Country, and by 
a juſt and prudent ordering ot Affairs preſerve it, 
have the ſame reaſon to cheriſh the Chrogiclers 
of their Actions, as they have to lay up in Safety 
the Deeds and Evidences of their Eſtates: For 
ſuch Records are their undoubted Titles to the 
Love and Reverence of After-ages. Your Lord- 
ſhip's Adminiſtration has already taken up a con- 
tiderable part of the Exgliþ Annals; and many 
of its moſt happy Years are owing to it, His 
M:jeſty. the molt knowing Judge of Men, and 
the beſt Maſter, has acknowledy'd the Eaſe and 
Benefit he receives in the. incomes of his Trea- 
ſary, which you found not only diforder'd, but 
exhzuſted. All things were in the confuſion of 


2 Chaos, without Form or Method, if not redu- 


ced beyond it, even to Annihilation : So that you 
had not only to ſeparate the jarring Elements, 


| but (if chat boldneſs of Expreſſion might be al- 


low'd 


e Fo 
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low'd me) to create them. Your Enemies 
had ſo embroyl'd the Management of your Office, 
that they look'd on your Advancement as the 
Inſtrument of your Ruin. And as if the clog- 
ing of the Revenue, and the confufion of Ac- 
counts, which you found in your entrance, were 
not ſufficient, they added their own weight of 
Malice to the publick -Calamity, by foreſtalling 
the Credit which ſhou'd cure it: Your Friends 
on the other fide were only capable of pitying, 
but not of aiding you : No fartner Help or Coun- 
fel was remaining to you, but what was founded 
on your felf : And that indeed was your Securi- 
ty: For your Diligence, your Conſtancy, and 
your Prudence, wrought more furely within, 
when they were not diſturb'd by any outward 
Motion. The higheit Virtue is beſt to be truſted 
with it ſelf, for Aſſiſtance only can be given by 
a Genizxs Superior to that which ic aſſiſts. And 
tis the nobleſt kind of Debt, when we are oaly 
oblig'd to God and Nature. [bis then, my 
Lord, is your juſt Commendation. that you have 
wrought out your felf a way to Glory, by thoſe 
very Means that were deſign'd for yuur Deitru- 
tion: You have not only reſtot'd, but advanc'd 
the Revenues of your Maſter, without Grievance 
to the Subject: And as if that were little yet, the 
Debts of the Exchequer, which lay heavieſt both 
on the Crown, and on private Perſons, have by 
our Conduct been eſtabliſh'd in a certainty of 
is faction. An Action ſo much the more Great 
and Honourable, becauſe the Caſe was without 
the ordinary Relief of Laws; above the Hopes 
of the Afflicted, and beyond the narrownefſs of the 
Treaſury to redreſs, had it been manay'd by a 
leſs able Hand. Tis certainly the happieſt, and 
| RN —_— molt 
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The Exile Dedicatery. 
moſt waenvy's pars of alt your Forte, to do 
good to many, white & Injury to none: Fo 
receive at once-the Prayers of the Subject, and 
the Praifes of the Prince: And by the Care of 
your Conduct, to give him Means of exerting 
dhe chiefeld, (if any be the chiefeft) of his Royal 
Virtwes, his diſtributive [uftice to vhe Deferving, 
and his Bounty and Compaſſion to the Wanting. 


Te Diſpoũtioa of Princes towards their People, 


cannot better be diſcover'd than in the Choice of 
their Miniſters : Who, like the Animal Spirits 
derwixt the Soul and Body, participate ſome what 
of both Natures, and make the Communication 
which is betwixt them. A King, who is juſt and 
moderate in his Nature, who rules according to 
the Laws, whom God made happy by forming 
the Temper of his Soul to the Conſtitution of 
his Government, and who makes us happy, by 
aſſuming over us no other Sovereignty than that 
wherein our Welfare and Liberty conſiſts; a 
Prince, I ſay, of ſo excetkent 2 Character, and ſo 
fuitable to the Wiſhes of all good Mer, could 


not better have convey'd himſelf into his Peoples 


Apprehenfions, than in your Lordſhip's Perfon ; 
who fo lively expreſs the ſame Virtues, that you 
feem not ſo much a Copy, as an Emanation of 
him. Moderation is doubtlefs an Eſtabliſhment 
of Greatneſs; but there is 2 ſteadineſs of Temper 


Which is likewife requiſe in a Minifter of Stare : 


So equal a Mixture of both Virtues, that he may 
Rand like an bmus berwint the two encroach- 
ing Seas of arbitrary Power, and lawleſs Amar- 
chy. The Undertaking would be difficult to any 
but an extraordinary Genius, to ſtand at the Line, 

and to divide the Limits - to pay what is due to 

the —_____ 


ther to inhance, nor to yield up the undoubted 
Prerogatives of the Crown. Theſe, my Lord, 
are the proper Virtues of a Noble Exgliſhman, as 
indeed they are properly Exgliſh Virtues: No 
People in the World being capable of uſing them, 
bur we who have the Happineſs to be born under 
ſo equal, and fo well-pois'd a Government. A 
Government which has all the Advantages of Li- 
berty beyond a Commonwealth, and all the Marks 
of Kingly Sovereignty without the danger of a 
Tyranny. Both my Nature, as I am an Exglib-- 
man, and my Reaſon, as I am a Man, have bred 
in me a loathing to that ſpecious Name of a Re- 
publick : That Mock-appearance of a Liberty, 
_ where all who have not part in the Government, 
are Slaves: And Slaves they are of a viler Note 
than fuch as are Subjects to an abſolute Domini 
on. For no Chriſtian Monarchy is fo abſolute, 
but tis circumſcrib'd with Laws: But when the 
Executive Power is in the Law-makers, there is 
no farther Check upon them; and the People muſt 
foffer without a Remedy, becauſe they are op- 
pteſs d by their Repreſentatives. If I muſt ſerve, 
the number of my Maſters, who were born my: 
Equals, would but add to the ignominy of my. 
Bondage. The Nature of our Government a- 
bove all others, is exactly ſuited both to the Si- 
tuation of our Country, and the Temper of the 
Natives: An Ifland being more proper for Com-- 
merce and for Defence, than for extending its- 
Dominions on the Continent: For what the Va- 
lour of its Inhabitants might gain, by reaſon of 
its remoteneſs, and the caſualties of the Seas, it 
cou'd not fo eaſily preſerve: And therefore, nei-- 
ther the arbitrary Power of one in a Monarchy, 
nor of many in a 5 — could make 
| s wy 
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us greater than we are. Tis true, that vaſter and 


more frequent Taxes might be gither'd, when the 
Conſent of the People was not ask'd or n 

but this were only by conquering abroad to be 
poor at home: And the Examples of our Ngigh- 
bours teach us, that they are not always the hap- 
pieſt Subjects, whoſe Kings extend their Domini- 
ons fartheſt. Since therefore we cannot win 

an Offenſive War, at leaſt a Land. War, the Mo- 
del of our Goverament ſeems naturally contriv'd 
for the Defenſive part: And the conſent of a 


People is eaſily obtain'd to contribute to that 


Power which muſt prote& it. Felices nimium 


bona ſi ſna nörint, Angligene! And yet there are 


not wanting Malecontents amongſt us, who ſur- 
feiting themſelves on too much Happineſs, wou d 
ſuade the People that they might be happier 

y a Change. T was indeed the Policy of their 


old Forefather, when himſelf was fallen from his 


Station of Glory, to ſeduce Mankind into the 
ſame Rebellion with him, by telling him he might 
yet be freer than he was: That is, more free 
than his Nature would allow, or (if I may fo ſay) 
than God cou'd make him. We havealready all the 
Liberty which Free-born Subjects can enjoy; 
and all beyond it is but Licence. But if it be 
Liberty of Conſcience which they pretend, the 
Moderation of our Church is ſoch, that its Pra- 
Qice extends not to the Severity of Perſecution, 
and its Diſcipline is withal ſo eaſie, that it allows 
more freedom to Diſſenters than any of the Sects 
would allow to it. In the mean time, what 
Right can de pretended by theſe Men to attempt 
Innovations in Church or State? Who made 
them the Truſtees, or (to ſpeak a little nearer 
their own Language) the Keepers of the * 
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of Exgland ? If their Call be extraordinary, let 
them convince us by working Miracles ; for or- 
dinary Vocation they can have none to diſturb 
the Government under which they were born, 
and which protects them. He who has often 
chang'd his Party, and always has made his lute- 
reſt the Rule of it, gives little Evidence of his Sin- 
cerity for the Publick Good: *Tis manifeſt he 
changes but for himſelf, and takes the People 
for Tools to work his Fortune. Yet the Exzpe- 
rience of all Ages might let him know, that they 
who trouble the Waters firſt, have ſeldom the be- 
nefit of the Fiſhing: As they who began the late 
Rebellion, enjoy'd not the Fruit of their Under- 
taking, but were cruſh'd themſelves by the Uſar- 
pation of their own Inſtrument. Neither is it e- 
nough for them to anſwer, that they only intend 
a Reformation of the Government, but not the 
Subverſion of it: On ſuch Pretences all Infurre- 
ctions have been founded: Tis ſtriking at the 
Root of Power, which is Obedience. Every Re- 
monſtrance of private Men, has the Seed of Trea- 
ſon in it; and Diſcourſes which are couch'd in 
_ ambiguous Terms, are therefore the more dange- 
rous, becauſe they do all the Miſchief of open 
Sedition, yet are fafe from the Puniſhment of the 
Laws. Theſe, my Lord, are Conſiderations which 
I ſhould not paſs fo lightly over, had I room to 
manage them as tbey deſerve: For no Man can 

be ſo inconſiderable in a Nation, as not to have 
a Share in the Welfare of it; and if he be a true 
Engi:ſaman, he muſt at the ſame time be fir'd 
with indignation, and revenge himſelf as he can 
on the Diſturbers of his Country, And to whom 
could | more fitly apply my ſelf, than to your 

Lordſhip, who have not only an inborn, but an 


here» 
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hereditary Loyalty ? The memorable 
and Sufferings of your Father, almoſt to the Roin 
ef his Eflate for the Royal Cauſe, were an eu- 
eſt of that, which ſuch a Parent and ſuch an In- 
ftration wou'd produce in the Perſon of 3 Son. 
But ſo unbappy an Qccafion of manifeſting your 
own Teal in — for his preſent Majeſty, 


the Providence of God, and the Prudence of your 


Admigiſtration, will, I hope, prevent. That as 
your Father's Fortune waited on the Unhappinefs 


of his Sovereign, ſo your own may participate 
of the better Fate which aztends his Son. The 
Relation which you have by Alliance to the No- 
ble Family of your Lady, ferves to confirm to 
you both this happy Augury. For what can de- 
ſerve a greater Place in the Exghſb Chronicle, 
than the Loyaly and „ the Actions and 
Death of the General of an Army fighting for 
his Prince and Country ? The Honour and Gal- 


lantey of the Ear? of Lindſey is fo iltuſtrious a 
Subject, that tis fit to adoen an Heroick Poem; 


2 Martyr of the Caufe, and 
the Type of his unfortunate Royal Maſter. 


Yet, after all, my Lord, if 1 may __ my 
Thoughts, you are happy rather to us than 0 
your ſelf: For the Multiplicity, the Cures, and 


the Vexations of your lmployment, have detray- 
ed you from your feli, and given you up into 
the: Puſleſſion of the Publick./ You ze robb'd of 


who cavy your Fortune, if they wanted not good 
_ Nature, might more juſti y pity it; and when they 
fee, you, watch'd by a eroud of Suitors, whoſe 
importunity tis impoſſible to avoid, would con- 
clude with Reaſon, that you have loſt much more 
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in true Contem, than you have gain'd by Digni- 
ty; and nas privare Gemtemasn is better anend- 
ed by a fingle m, than your Lordſhip with 
fo clamoroes a Ttain. Pardon me, my Lord, if 
I fpeak like a Phileſopher oo this Subject; the 
Fortune which makes a Man uneafie, cannot 
make him happy: And a Wife Man muſt think 
himſelf uneaſie, when few of his Actions are in 
his Choice. | 4 

This laſt Confideration has brought me to ano- 
ther, and a very ſeaſonable one for your Relief; 
which is, That while | pity your want of Lei- 
ſure, | have impertinently detain'd you ſo long 8 
time. I have put off my own Buſineſs, which 
was my Dedication, till 'tis fo late, that l am now 
 aſham'd to begin it: And therefore I will ſay no- 

thing of the Poem, which I prefent to you, be- 
cauſe | know not if yoa are like to have an Hour, 
which, with a good Confcience, you may throw 
away in perufing it: And for the Author, | have 
only to beg the continuance of your Protection 
to him, who is, 


2 LORD, 
Four Lavdfhig's moſt Oblig'd, 
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E Death of Antory and Cleopatra is a 
E 5 Subject which has been 4 by the 
=, =! greateſt Wits of our Nation, after Shake- 
FI Fear; and by all fo variouſly, that their 
Wample has given me the Confidence to 
irry my ſelf in this Bow of LDyſſes amon 
tbe Croud of Shooters; and, withal, tot 
my own Meaſures, in aiming at the Mark. I doubt not 
but the ſame Motive has prevailed with all of us in this 
Attempt; I mean the Excellency of the Moral: For the 
chief Perſons repreſented, were famous Patterns of un- 
lawful Love; and their End accordingly was unfortu- 
nate. All reaſonable Men have long ſince concluded, 
That the Heroe of the Poem ought not to be a Chara- 
cter of perfect Virtue, for then he could not, without 
Injuſtice, be made unhappy; nor yet altogether wicked, 
becauſe he could not then be pitied. I have therefore 
ſteer d the middie Courſe; and have drawn the Character 
of Antony as favourably as Platarch, Aptian, and Dion 
Caſſias would give me leave: The like I have obſerv'd in 
Cleopatra, That which is wanting to work up the Pity 
to a greater heighth, was not afforded me by the Story: 
For the Crimes of Love which they both committed, 
were not occaſiond by any Neceſſity, or fatal Ignorance, 
but were wholly voluntary; fince cur Paſlions are, 
or ought to be, within our Power. The Fabrick of the 
Play is regular enough, as to the inferior Parts of it; as 
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PREFACE. 
the Unities of Time, Place and Action, more exactly ob- 
ſcrv'd, than, perhaps, the Engliſñß Theater requires. Par- 
ticularly, the Action is ſo much one, that it is the 
of the kind without Epiſode, or Underplot; every Scene 
in the Tragedy conducing to the main Deſign, and eye- 
ry Act concluding with a turn of it. The greateſt Er- 
ror in the Contrivance ſeems to be in the Perſon of O- 
ctavia: For, though I might uſe the privilege of a Poet, 
to introduce her into Alexandria, yet I had not enough 
conſider d, that the Compaſſion ſhe moy'd to her ſelf and 
Children, was deſtructive to that which I refery'd for 
Antony and Cleopatra; whole mutual Love being found- 
ed upon Vice, mutt leſſen the Favour of the Audience 
to them, when Virtue and Innocence were oppreſs'd by 
it. And, though I juſtified Antony in ſome meaſure, 
by making Oct ia's departure to proceed wholly from 
her ſelf; yet the force of the firſt Machine ſtill remain'd; 
and the dividing of Pity, like the cutting of a River in- 
to many Channels, abated the ſtrength of the natural 
Stream. But this is an Objection which none of my 
Criticks have urg'd againſt me; and therefore I might 
have let it paſs, if I could have reſolv'd to have been 
partial to my ſelf. The Faults my Enemies have found, 
are rather Cavils concerning little, and not eſſential De- 
cencies; which a Maſter of the Ceremonies may decide 
betwixt us. The French Poets, I conteſs, are ſtrict Ob- 
fervers of theſe Punctilio's: They would not, for Ex- 
ample, have fufler'd Cleopatra and Octax ia to have met; 
or if they had met, there muſt only have paſs d betwixt 
them ſome cold Civilities, but no eagernets of repartee, for 
fear of offending againſt the Greatneſs of their Characters, 
and the Modeſty of their Sex. This Obiection I fore- 
faw, and at the fame time contemn'd: For I judg'd it 
both natural and probable, that Octavia, proud of her 
new-gain'd Conqueſt, would ſearch out Cleopatra to tri- 
umph over her; and that Cleopatra thus attack d, was 
not of a Spirit to ſhun the Encounter: And ' tis not un- 
kely, that two exaſperated Rivals ſhould uſe ſuch Saty 
as I have pur into their Mouths; for atter all, though the 
one were a Roman,and the other a Queen, they were both 
| | Women, 
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Women. *Tis true, ſome Actions, though Natural, are 
not fit to be ented; and broad Obſcenities in Words, 
in to be aveided : there- 
fore are a modeſt Cloathing of our Thou as Breeches 
and Petticoats are of our Bodies. If T have kept my ſelf 
within the Bounds of Modeſty, all beyond it is but Nice- 

ty and Afſectation; which is no more but Modeſty de- 
— into a Vice: They betray | 
ES in ſuch Caſes, and leave all rea- 


oyans ſeulemen: 


faire: Nau rob oh 


their Teeth are come. 
Yet, in this Nicety of Manners does the 
of French Poetry conſiſt: Their Heroes are the moſt ci- 
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no Part of a Poem is worth our where 
the whole is infipid; as when we Kone e once — 


* 


ne 
4 Wine, we ay net m examine- it Glaſs by Glas. 


lous ia Point of Derency. chat he will rather expoſe im- 
ſelf to Death, than accuſe his Srep- mother to his Fa her; 
and my Criticks F am ſure will commend him for ir: 
But we of groſſer Apprehenſions, are apt to think that 
this Exceſs of Generoſity, is not practicable but with 
Fools and Madmen. This was Manners with a 
Vengeance; and the Audience is like to be much con- 
a_ at the eng yo of this admirable Heroc: But 
ea £165 out is Poetick Fit, and I ſuppoſe 

would think it a wiſer Part, to ſet the Saddle on the 
right Horſe, and chuſe rather to li 
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tiquiry, when he | 

rough young Man, of the aa ſtrain, 
man, and both by his Profeſſion and his 
Mortal Enemy to Love, he has choſen 
turn of Gallantry, ſent hi 

Paris, — 

have ſelf 
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y own ; for N s unjuſt to me, 
Trench ſhould 


heve, trill ve conquer d. Our 
lirtle Sonmettims who follow them, have too narrow Souls 
to judge ot . Poets themſelves are the moſt proper, 


though I conclude not the only Criticks. But till ſome 
Genius, as Univerſal as ien, fall ariſe, one who can 
penetrate into all Arts and Sciences, without the Practice 
of them, I ſhall think it reaſonable, that the judgment 
of an Artificer in his own Art ſhould be preterable to 
the Opinion of another Man; at leaft where he is nor 
brib'd by Intereſt, or prejudie'd by Malice: and this, I 
fppaſe, is manifeſt by plain Indudtion ; For, on — 
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2 Wit, that is, every Man; _will pretend at 


PREFACE. 

Cone comms. bo guafunts th fove ahve thay © good 
Inſtinct, of what pleaſes or diſpleaſes them: Every M 

will grant me this; but then, by a particular Kindneſs 
to himſelf, he draws his own Stake firſt, and will be 
diſtinguiſh'd from the Multitude, of which other Men 
may think him one. But, if 1 come cloſer to thoſe 
who are allow'd for witty Men, either by the Advan- 
tage of their Quality, or by common Fame, and affirm 
that neither are qualified to decide Sovereignly 
concerning Poetry, I ſhall yet have a ſtrong Party of 
my Opinicn; for moſt of them ſeverally will exclude 
the Reſt, either from the Number of witty Men, or at 
leaſt of able Judges. But here again they are all indul- 
gent to themſelves: And every Sw rn e 


fr 


time to a Right of Judging. But to it yet farther, 
there are many 225 — acts; 42 


all Poets a Taſte of T And this is the Rock on 
which they are daily ſplitting. Poetry, which is a Pi- 
cture of Nature, muſt generally pleaſe: Bur tis not to 
be underſtood that all Parts of it muſt pleaſe every Man; 
Therefore is not Tragedy to be judg'd by a witty Man, 
whoſe Taſte is only confin'd to Comedy. Nor is every 
Man who loves Tragedy, a fufficient Judge of it: He 
muſt underſtand the Excellencies of it too, or he will 
only prove a blind Admirer, not a Critick. From 


g 
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Latin, are to diſtinguiſh 
ſelves from̃ the Herd of Gentlemen, by their Poetry; 
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V publick View? Not conſidering that they are not to 
expect the ſame Approbation from 2 Men, which 
they have found from their Flatterers after the third Bot- 
tle? If a l- ile glittering in Diſcourſe has paſs d them on 
us for witt) Men, where was the Neceſſity of unde- 
ceiving the World? Would a Man who has an il] Title 
to an · Eſtate, but yet is in Poſſeſſion of it, would he 
bring it of his own accord, to be try'd at Veſmiaſter ? 
We who write, if we went the Talent, yet have the 
Excuſe that we do it for a poor Subſiſtence; but what 
can be urg'd in their Defence, who not having the Vo- 
cation of Poverty to ſcribble, out of meer Wan 

take Pains to make themielves ridiculous? Horace was 
certainly in the Right, where he ſaid, That no Man is 
ſatisfied with his own Condition. A Poet is not pleas d be- 
cauſe he is not rich; and the Rich are diſcontented, be- 
cauſe the Poets will not admit them of their Number. 
Thus the Caſe is hard with Writers: If they ſucceed 
not, they muſt ſtarve; and if they do, ſome malicious 
Satyr is prepar d to level them for daring to pleaſe with- 
aut their Leave. But while they are ſo eager to deſtroy 
the Fame of others, their Ambition is maniteſt in their 
Concernment: Some Poem of their own is to be pro- 
duc'd, and the Slaves are to be laid flat wita their Faces 
on the Ground, that the Monarch may appear in the 
greater Majeſty, 
Dionyſus and Nero had the ſame 
their — they could never bring their Buſineſs well 
about. 3 t ue, * proclaim'd themſelves Poets by 
Death to any Man who durſt — otherwiſe. The 
Audience had a fine time on't, you may imagine; they 
fate in a bodily fear, and look d as demurely as they 
could: For tw¾as a hanging Matter to laugh unſeaiona- 
bly; and the Tyrants were ſuſpicious, as they had rea- 
fan, that their Subjects had em in the Wind; So, every 
Man in his own Defence ſet as good a Face upon the 
Buſineſs as he could: Tw¾as known before-hand that the 
Monarchs were to be crowd Laureats; but when the 
Show was oycr, and an honeſt Man was ſufſſer d to 4 
5 3 quictly, 


Longings, but with all 


PREFACE. 
quietly, he took out his Laughter which he had ſtifled; 


with a firm Reſolution never more to ſee an Emperor's + 
Play, though he had been ten Years a making it. In the 
mean time the true Poets were they who made the 


beſt Markets, for they had Wit enough to yield the Prize 
with 2 good Grace, and not contend with him who had 
thirty Legions: They were ſure to be rewarded if they 
confeſsd rhemſclves bad Writers, and that was ſomewhat 
better than to be Martyrs for their Reputation. Lucan's 
Example was enough to teach them Manners; and after he 
was put to Death, for overcoming Nero, the Emperor car- 
ned it without Diſpute for the beſt Poet in his Domini- 
ons: No Man was ambitious of that grinning Honour; 
for if he heard the malicious Trumpeter prochim- 
ing his Name before his Betters, he knew there was but 
one way with him. Mecanas took another Courſe, and we 
know he was more than a great Man, for he was witty 
too: But finding himſelf far gone in Poetry, which Sene- 
as aſſures us was not his Talent, he thought it his beſt 


and Firgi, in the f 
hough in a degree.) 

farther; for they are 
f. as far as they are a- 
mitations of him; by 
zority, and turning us 
- But how would he diidain 
s! 1 dare anfwer for him, he 
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D . eeque Tigelli, ; % 
Diſcipulorum inter jubeo plorare Cathedras. 


With what Scorn would he look down on ſuch miſera- 
ble Tranſlators, who make of his Latin, miſtake 
his Meaning, miſ-apply his Centures, and often contra- 


dict their own? He is fix'd as a Land- Mark to ſet out 
che Bounds of Poetry, 


L axum anti „ingens, 
Limes agro foſttus, litem ut wiſcerneret arvis: 


But other Arms than theirs, and other Sinevys are re- 
| quir'd, to raiſe the weight of ſuch an Author; and when 
they would toſs him againſt their Enemies, 


Gema labam, gelidus concrevit frigore ſanzuis, 
Tum lajis ipſe, viri vacuum per inane volurus 


Nec ſpatium evaſit totaam, nec pertulit ictum. 


For my part, I would wiſh no other R either 
| for my ſelf or the reſt of the Poets, from this 
| Judge of the Twelve- Penny C , this imate Son 


of Sternhold, than that he would ubſcribe <4 Name re 
His — 


tion. = Sharpneſs of his 1 ext to himſelf, falls 
moſt heavily on his Friends, 


forgive him for commending them perpetually the 
_ 


2 Friend whoſe haſtineſs in writing is his greateſt Fault, 
Hear would have him 40 mincd the Mat- 
ter, and to haze it readigels of Thepght, and = 
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flowing Fancy: for Friendſhip will allow a Man to 
Chriſten an Imperfeftion by the Name of ſome neigh- 
bour Virtue: - | 0 a 
Vellem in amicitid {it erraremas; & ii 
But he would never have allow'd him to have call'd 3 


flow Man haſty, or a haſty Writer a flow Drudge, as 
Juvenal explains it: | 


— Cambus pigris, ſcabieque | vetuſt 3 
Levibus, & ſicca lambentibus ora lucerne 
Nomen erit, Pardus, Tygris, Leo; ud adbuc 


Nigra fee eſt, immunda & fatida 2100 u©- 
Balla loqui non quit, Tpavait es; muta pudens oft, &c. 
But to drive it ad Zthiopews ( be i 
dur'd. I leave him to in 2 the Benefit of 
his French Verſion on the fide, without farther 


5% 
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00 
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A 


not to explain my ſelf, that I have not copyd my Au- 


Learning, ſhould by the force of his own Genius per- 
form ſo much, 2 Pt 
for any who come after him. The Occaſion is fair, and 
the Subject would be pleaſant to handle the Difference 
of Stiles 

how far 

not be o 

him, it 

dope, 1 
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a larger Compaſs. I could give an Inſtance in the Oede- 
8 which was the Malter-piece of Sopbecks ; 
t I reſerve it for a more fit Occaſion, which [ 
to have hereafter... In my Stile I have d to imi- 
tate the Divine Shakeſpear; which that I might perform 
more freely, I have difincumber'd my ſelf from Rhyme: 
Not that I condemn my former Way, but that this is 
more proper to my preſent Purpoſe. I hope I need 


thor ſervilely: bay og Tow! aggro Ry Ip 
ceive a Change in ſucceeding Ages: Burt tis al 2 
Miracle that much of his — ure; and 
that he who began Dramati 1 un- 


taught by any, and, as Ben Johnſon tells us, without 


— a... — — 


| Raves of hi Mutie; and fm Rant: gt all: 


PROLOGUE 


W. Criticks baum here % Day, 
A. Vultowes wait n Ae for thair Prey, 

Ml gaping for the Carcaſs Fe Play! 

And follow dying Poets by the S. 

O, grues — youer wares S your Time! 

He fights this Day unarnid; without bis Rlayroe. 

And brings a Tale which often has d ; 

As fad as Dido's; and almeft as old. © 

His Here, whom you Wits his Bully call, 


He's jamewbat lewd; but 4 well-meanmg M, 
Whieys much; fights file; but is w, find. 
In ſhort, a Pattern, au Companion fit, 

For all the keeping Tonies of the Fic. 

I could name more; a Wife, and Miſtreſs too; : 


' Dub (to be plain) to goed for waſh of you: 


Now, Poets, if your Eu lags ben bis Care ; 
Allow him all the Car yew can ſhave. 


f brave Man ſcorns to Quarrel once a Day; 


Like Hedtors, in at every petty Fray. 
eus need to ſhow that they can think at all: 


PROLOGUE. 


e ws would fb for Foal, mf hoe boew 
Fops may have leave ts level all they can, 
A Pigmies would be glad to lob a Man. 
Half-Wits are Fleas; ſo little and þo light, 

We ſearce could know they live, but that they bite. 
Bur, as the Rich, when tir'd with daily Feaſts, | 
For change, become their next poor Tenant's Gueſts ; 
Drmk hearty Drazghts of Ale, from plain brown Bowls, 
A ſnatch the homely Raſher from the Coal: : 
So yous, retiring from much better Cheer, 
For once, may venture to do Penance here. 
And ſmce that plenteaus Autumn now is paſt, 
Whoſe Grapes and Peaches have indulg d your Taſte, 
Take in good Part, from our poor Poet's Board, 
Such rivell'd Fruits as Winter can afford. 


88855 


. Dra- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Marc Antony. Mr. Hart. 
Ventidius, his General, Mr. Moban. 
Dolabella, his Friend, Mr. Clarke. 
Alexas, the Queen's Eunuch. Mr. Goodman. 


Charmion MY OI 
=} Cleopatra's Maids. 


Anony's two little Daughters. 


SCENE ALEXANDRIA. 
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ALL for LOVE. 
OR, THE 
World well Loſt. 


"or SCENE IT 


2 


SCENE, The Temple of Ils. 
Enter Serapion, Myris, Prieſts of Iſis. 


SERAPION. 


ortents, and — are grown ſo ec 
28 That they oh tir Nanie Our 
85 Teng Nile at : 

Flow'd ere the wonted Scaſon, with a 
So unexpected, and ſo wondrous fierce, 

: That the wild Deluge overtook the haſte 

Eva of the Hinds that wmchd i Men and Beals 
Were born above the Tops of Trees, that grew 


On th utmoſt of the Water- mark. | 
Then; with ſo ſwift an Ebb, the Flood drove backward, 
Ir flipt from underneath r Herd: 

* 2 Here 


3 —ꝛ— —— Ione B10 


Where the Race of Ptolemies is laid, 
Burſt open, diſclos d the mighty Dead. 
From out each Monument, in order plac'd, 
| An cms Gholt Raw ug: The Bop ing ut 
| of Groans 


his inglorious Head. A 


Then d, and a lamentable Voice 
| Cry'd, Zgypt is no more. . Blood ran back, 
My ſtaking Knees againſt each other knock d; 
On the Pavement down I fell intranc'd, 


And fo unfiniſh'd left the horrid Scene. 
Mex. And, dream d you this? or, did invent the 


Story, 
HE eee 
And train em up betimes in fear of Prieſthood? 
Nor meant my Words ſhould reach your Ears; but what 
Itter d was moſt true. 7 | 
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Our faint Zgyptians pray for Ann , 
r 


Why then does u dream out his Hours, 


3 


Alex. 

Mecanas and Ag who can moſt | 
With Ceſar, are his Foes. His Wife Oct᷑avia, 
Driv'n from his Houle, folicits her 

And Dolabella, who was once his Friend, 
Upon ſome private Grudge, now ſeeks his Ruin: 
Met, Fe gi Sanyo 

Sera. Tis t ſome 8 
Has ut beheld the” Face of Cleve Ry 
But here, in 16s Temple, lives eur 

And makes his Heart a Prey to black Def; 


pair. 
Alex. 'Tis true; and we much fear he hopes by Abſence 
Te cure his Mind of Love. 


* 


Could fix an equal Foot of Empire here. 
Alex. Had I my Wiſh, theſe Tyrants of all Nature 
Who Lord it o'er Mankind, ſhould periſh, 
Each by the other's Sword; bur, fince our Will 
Is y follow'd by our Pow'r, we muſt © 
FF 
3 


Oer all his cooler Hours, and 


ps ALL for Loves 


She might — this blaſts 
This changes my Deſigns, this 
And makes me uſe all means to 
Whom l could wiſh divided from 
Far as the Earth's deep Center. 
The State of Thi s; no more of your 11 Omens, 
And black ; labour to conſirm 
The Peoples Hearts. | 
Enter Ventidius, B 
tony s. 
Sͤerap. uo 
But, who's that Stranger? By his warlike Part, 
m fierce Demeanor, and erected Look, 
He's of no vulgar Note. 

Alex. O tis Leni ius, 
Our Emp'rors great Lieutenant in the Eaſt, | 
Who firſt ſhow'd Rome that Farthia could be conquer d. 
When Auony return'd from Syria laſt, 
He left this Man to guard the Roman Frontiers. 
Serap. You ſeem to know him well. 

Alex. Too well. ? av him in Clas firſt, 
When Cleopatra there met 
A mortal Fee he was to us, EZ: k 
But, let me Witneſs to the Worth I 
A braver Romans never drew a Sword. | 
Firm to his Prince; but, as a Friend, not Slave, 
He ne'er was of his Pleaſures; but p 

Counſels 


Virtus 


IE 


In ſhort, the Plainneſs, Fierceneſa, 
Of an old true ſtampt Roman lives in hi 
His bodes I know not what of Il] 

To our irs. Withdraw, to mark him better; » 


And Pl! acquaint —_—_— here, 
And what or po on 


[They wi 
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Vent. 1 bring him News will raiſe his drooping Spirits, 
Ce | 

Gent. He not Cleopatra. 

Vent. — 7 He fr. 

Gent. He eats not, drinks not, ſleeps not, has no uſc 


a> GY 


Of any thing, but Thought; or, if he talks, 
Tis to him Af, and then tis Rug: 
Then he defies the World, bids it 
Sometimes he s his Lip, and cur loud 
The Boy O&avizs; then he draws his Mouth 
Into a {ornful Smile, and cries, Take all, 
* 3 not worth my Care. 
uſt, juſt his Nature. 
Virtues s Path; but ſometimes tis too narrow 
For his vaſt Soul; and then he ſtarts out wide, 
And bounds into a Vice that bears him far 
From his firſt Courſe, and plunges him in IIls: 
But, when his Danger makes him find his Fault, 
92 to obſerve, and full of ſharp Remorſe, 
— y his own Miſdeeds, 
Jodging with Malice to him ſelf, 
And not fergiving what as Man he did. 
— 1 — — 22. 
* * 
Alexas Priefts come forward. 
Alex. You have your full Inſtructions, now advance; 
Pu Ro 
Serap. Romans, Egyptians, Queen's Command. 
To Pomp and — havpy 
o Pomp riumphs give , 
'That gave the World a Lord: "Tis Gans.” 
Live, tony; and Cleopatra live. © 
Be this the general Voice ſent up to Heay'n, 
And every publick Place repeat this Eccho. | 
Vent. Fine Pageantry! ! [Abde. 
Sep. Set out before your Doors | 
The Images of all your ſleeping Fathers, 
With Laurels crown'd; «<4, , 2 Poſts, 


And ftrow with Flow'rs the Pavement; let the Prieſts 
Oy poetat Sacrifice; ods — * 
14 And 
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And call the Gods to join with you in 
Ven. Curſe on the Tongue that bids this general Joy. 
Can they be Friends of Anu, who revel 
When Antony's in Danger? hide, for ſhame, 
You Romans, your Great Grandfires I 
For fear their Souls ſhould animate their Marbles, 
To bluſh at their Progeny. 
Alex. A Love which knows no — to 
Would mark the Da with Honours; when al Heav'n 


Labour d for him, when each propitious Star 


Stood wakeful in his Orb, to watch that Hour, 
And ſhed his better Influence. Her own Birth-day 
Our Queen neglected, like a vulgar Fate, . 
That paſs'd obſcurely by. 

Vent. Would it had 
Divided far from his; ti ſome remote 
2nd Tote Nan Bel NL ant. vw rata 

Some other Prince, not him. 

Alex. Your Emperor, 


Tho' grown unkind, would be more gentle, than 


T' upbraid my Queen, for loving him too well. 


Vent. Does the mute Sacrifice upbraid the Pricſt ? 
He knows him not his Executioner. 
O, ſhe has deck'd his Ruin with her Love, 
Led him in golden Bands to gaudy Slaughter, 
And made Perdition pleaſing : She has left him 
The Blank of what he was; 
I tell thee, Eunuch, ſhe hae quite unman'd him: 
Can any Roman ſee, and know him now, 
Thus alter'd from the Lord of half Mankind, 
Unbent, unfinew'd, made a Woman's Toy, 


Shrut k from the vaſt Extent of all his Honours, 


And crampt within a Corner of the World? 
O. Antony? 
Thou braveſt Soldier, and thou beſt of Friends! 


Bounteous as Nature ; next to Nature's God 'em 


Could'ſt thou but make new Worlds, ſo wouldſt thou give 
As Bounty. were thy Being. Rough in Battel, 
As the firſt Romans, when they went to War ; 
Yet, after Victory, more pitiful, 


Than 
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Than all their praying Virgins left at home e 

Alex. Would you could add to thoſe more ſhining, Vir- 
His Truth to her who loves him. tues, 

Ven. Would I could not. | 
But, wherefore waſte 1 cious Hours with thee? 
Thou art. her Mi 
ALintony's other Fate. — Queen, 
PVientidius is arriv d, — 

Let your ZXgyptian Timbrels play alone; 

Nor mix effeminate Sounds with Roman Trumpets. 
You dare not fight for Antony; go pray, 

And — your Cowards-holy-day in _ 

Serap. 

| ns che cms of 2h Antony. 

2 Gent. The Emperor approaches, and commands, 
On pain of Dearh, that none preſume to ſtay. 


1 Gent. I dare not diſobey him. [Coing our with the ork, 
Vent. Well, I dare. 


But, Tl obſerve him firſt unſeen, and find 
Which way his Humour drives: The reſt Pl! venture. 
[ Withdraws. 
Enter Antony, walking — a diſturò d Motion, before 
eaks. 


Ant. They tell me, tis my Birth-day, and Pl! keep it 
With double Pomp of Sadncſs. 
'Tis what the Day deſerves, which gave me Breath. 
Why was I rais'd the Metcor of the Worid, 
Hung i in the Skies, and blazing as I travefd, 
Till all my Fires were __ and then caſt downward 
To be trod out by Caſar? 
Ven. [ Aſide] On my Soul, 
"Tis mournful, wondrous mournful! 
Au. Count thy Gains. 
Now, Auony, wouldſt thou be born for this? 
Glutton of Fortune, thy devouring Youth 
Has ſtarv'd thy wanting Age. | 
Ven. How Sorrow ſhakes him! [Ade. 
So, now the Tempeſt tears him up by th' Roots, 
42280 Ground extends the — Ruin. 
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Doe on] Lye there, the 


Is all thy Empire now: Now Þ cribs then, 
Some ſe Days hence, and then 'twill be too large, 
When thou'rt contracted in thy narrow Urn, 
n 3 
(For Cleopatra will not to ſee it 
. 
CORNER — 

ar will Cr 
A fn his Rk — 9 5 
Lie ſtil] and peaceful there. Ill think no more on t. 
Give me {ſome Mufick; look that it be fad: 
I'll ſooth my Melancholy, "rl I ſwell, 
And burſt tay {elf with lighing {Soft Muſic k. 
Tis ſomewhat te my Humour: Stay, I fancy 
Pm now turn'd wild, a Commoner of Nature; 
Of all forſaken, and forſaking all; 
Live in a ſhady Foreſt's Sylvan Scene, 
Stretch d at my Length beneath ſome blaſted Oak, 
Ilan my Head upon the meſſy Bark, 

look juſt of a Piece, as I rew from it : 
My uncomb'd Locks, matted like Miſleto, 
1 — Revok 
Nuns at my Foot. 

Ven. Methinks I faney | 
My ſelf there v00. 
Ant. The Herd come j by me, 
And fearleſs, — while F look on, 
And take me for their Fellow-Citizen. 


More of this Image, more; it lulls my Thoughts. 
[oft Mock again. 
Ven. I muſt diſturb him; I can hold no 
[Stands before him... 
ee. ſtarting up. Art thou Ventidines ? 
Fen. Are you Antory ? | 
Pm ker what I was tha you to bin 
I left you laſt. 
as Fm an 


Ven. So am I. | I Ant. 
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. 1 would be private: Leave me. 

Vens. Sir, I love you, 

Ant. Will not leave me? 
Where have you learnt that Anſwer? Who am 1? 

Vene. My Emperor the Man love next Heav'n: 
4 — think — 

ou're all that's , god-like, 

— — 
You will not leave me then? 

Vent. Twas too i 
To ſay F would not; but I dare not leave you: 
And, 'tis unkind in you to chide me hence 
So ſoon, when 1 fo far have come to ſee you. 

A. Now thou haſt ſeen me, art thou tatisfy'd? 
For, if a Friend, thou haſt beheld enough; 
And, if a Foe, too much. 

Pen. Look, Emperor, this is no common Dew, 


I have not wept this forty Years; but now K 5 
ſweeps! 
A. By Heav'n, he weeps, poor good old Man, he 


The big round Drops courſe one down 
The Furrows of his Cheeks. Stop em, Fentidius, 
Or I ſhall bluſh to Death: They ſet my Shame, 
That caus'd em, full before me. 

Vert. Til do my beſt, | 

it. Sure there's Contagion in the Tears of Friends: 
See, I have caught it too. Believe me, tis not 
For my own Griefs, but thine—— Nay, Father. 

Vent. Emperor. 

44. Emperor! Why, that's the Stile of Victory, 
The conqu'ring Soldier, red with unfelt Wounds, 
Salutes his General ſo: but never more 
Shall that Sound reach my Ears. 

Vent. I warrant you. 

Ant. Attuan, Ali! Oh— ' 

Vens. It fits too near you. 

An. Here, here it lyes; a Lump of Lead by Day, 
And, in wy ſhort, diſtracted, nightly Shumabers, 4 


204 3 for 1 rus Or, 
c The Hag that rides my —— 
Vent. de with it 


(Well, thou wilt have it) like a Coward, fled, 
4 wok while his Soldiers f M fled firſt, Ventidins. 


Thou loop to cure me, and I give ths ave 
cam ſt prepar'd to rail. 
"= I did. 


Au. in belp thee——T have been a Man, Fendi 
Vent. 1 
A. I know thy 


2 with i — Eaſe. 
ee ves Honour, 
Fortune came ſmili — — 
And purple G met my ripen'd Years. 

When fuſt I came to 


| — — 


my Triumphs; 

The Wiſh of Nations, and t willing World 

Receiv'd me as its pledge of future Peace; 1 
= DS il 

worm my Fortune, me, 

And turn'd her looſe; ＋ ſill ſhe came 

My carelæ ſs Days, and my luxurious Nights 

At length have wcary'd 4 and now the's 

Gone, gore, divorc'd for ever. Help me, gone, | 

— this Mad-man, this induſtrious Fool, 


Who labour'd to be wretched: Prythee curſe me. 
| Vent. No. 


An. Why? 


_ Fas. 
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Vent. You are too ſenſible already _ 
Of what you've done, too conſcious of your Failings, 
And like a Scorpion, whipt by others fiſt 
To Fury, ſting your {elf in . Revenge. 
I wou Balm, and pour it in your Wounds, 
Cure your erg Mind, and heal your Fortunes, 
Ane. | know weuld'ſt. 
_ Vent. I will. 
An. Ha, ha, ha, ha. | 
Vent. You laugh. 
Ant. I do, to fee off aious Love 
Give Cordials to the Dead. 
Vent. You would be loſt then? 
Ant. 1 an _ 
Vent. 1 f. are not. Fortune. 
Ant. 1 2 th utmoſt. Don Thou thi —— 
Without juſt Cauſe? No, when found all loſt 
repair, I hid me from the World, 
And learnt to ſcorn it here; which now I do 
So heartily, I think it is not worth 
The coſt of keeping. 
Vent. Cafar thinks not ſo: 
He'll thank for the Gift he could not take. 
You would be kilFd, like Tilly, would you? do, 
Hold out your Throat to Cæſar, and die tamely. 
: ne. No, I can kill my ſelf; and fo reſolve. 
Vent. I can die with you too, when time ſhall ſerve; 
- Bur Fortune calls upon us now to live, 
To Fight, to Conquer. 


Ant. Sure thou Nt, Ventidius. 


Vent. No; >. 4 * dream; you away 8 
In deſperate Slot N. miſcall'd . — „ 


Up, up, 4 Honour's fake; twelve ons wait you, 

And long to call you Chief: B Journeys, 

I led em, patient, both of Heat 2 Hunger 

Down from the Parthian Marches, to the Nite. 

Till do you to ſce their Sun-burnt Faces, Lem. 

Their skarr'd Checks, and chopt Hands; there's Virtue in 
They'll fell thoſe mangled Limbs at dearer Rates 

Than yoa trim- Bands can buy. 


As, 
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Aut. Where left you them? 
Vent. I faid, in lower Syria. 


Ant. Bring em hither ; 
There ma Life in theſe. 
Vent. They will not come. [Aids 


Ant. W — ene Hopes with promis'd 
4, Deſpair ? 2— 

Vent. Moſt Firm 1% ay 

Ant. Yet they will not march 
To ſuccour me. Oh Trifler ! 

Vent. T petition 
You nn 'em. 

Aut. Tm beſieg d. 

Vent. There's but one way ſhut up: How came L hither ? 

Ant. I will not ſtir. 

Vert. They would perhaps defire 
A better Reaſon. 


My Soldiers to demand a Reaſon of 
My ng = Ber they refuſe ork ? 
Vent. T would.not for Cleopatra. 
Ant. What was't they laid? "s 
Vent. They faid, ry would net for Chupans, 
e her conquer, 


Wh wy ſhould "oy fight indeed, to 
gain you Kingdoms, 


make you . a Slave? to 

Which, for a at next midnight Feaſt, 
You'll fel] to her? 145 new- names her 
And calls this Diamond ſuch or ſuck a Tax, 
Each Pencant in her Ear ſhall be a Province. 

Ant. Ventidius, 1 allow yor Tongue free Licenſe 
On all my other Faults; but, on your Lite, 
No — of Cleopatra : he deſerves 
More Wor iis than I can luie. 

Vent. Behol:!, you Pow'rs, 
To whoni you have intruſted Hemendink, 
See Europe, Africh, 4a put in Bailance, . 
And all weigi'! dovra dy one light _— Woman! 


I T think the are Autonies, and 


Like Prodigals, this neather Wor —_ 
To none but waſteful Hands. | 
as. 
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Ant. You grow — 4 
Vent. I take the Privi of plitt Love to ſpeak. 
Ant. Plain Love! plain Arrogance, plain Inſolence: 
Thy Men are Cowards; thou, tor ; 
Who, under ſeeming Honeſty, haſt vented 
The Burden of thy rank oferflowing Gall. 
O that thou wert my Equal; great m Arms 
As the firſt Caſar was, that I-might kill thee 
Without a Stain to Honour! 
Vent. You may kill me; | 
You have done more already, call'd me Traitor. 
An. Art thou not one? FAY 
Vent. For ſhow! , 
Which none elſe durſt have done; but had T been 
That Name, _ I —_— A In, 
I necded not have fought ö ortunes, 
Ce 5 12 — your Fac, to die with — 
What hi me to ve | 
To fill Ofavins's Bands? 1 2 
A Traitor then, a glorious happy Traitor, 
And not have been ſo calbd. 
n. Forgive me, Soldier: 
Pye been too onate. 
Vent. Lou t me falſe; 
Thought my eld betray d you: Kill me, Sir; 
Pray kill me; yet you need not, your Unkindneſs 
Has left your Sword no work. | 
an I did not think fo "i * 
T ſaid it in Rage: Pr”) orgive me: 
Why did'ſt — tempt my Anger, by Diſcovery 
Of what I would not hear ? 1 
Vert. No Pri ce but you 
Could merit that Sincerity. I us'd, 
Nor durſt another Man have ventur'd it; 
But you, e're Love miſ-led your wandring Fyes, 
Were ſure the Chict and Beſt of human Race, 
Fram'd in the very Pride and Boaſt of Nature, 
So perfect, that the Gods who torm'd you wonder'd 
At their own Skill, and cry'd, A lucky Hir 
Has mended our Deſign. Their Envy hindred, 
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Elſe you had been Immortal, and a Pattern, 
r ald work for Oſtentation ſake, 
0 out yet 7 
Vert. No more. | _: 
Ant. Thou dar ſt not truſt my Paſſion ; but thor 
Thou only lov'ſt; the reſt have flatterd me. [ Word. 
Vent. Heav'n's Bleſſing on your Heart, for that kind 
May 1 believe you Love me? ſpeak again. | 
Ant. Indeed I do. Speak this, and this, and this. 
_ 1 ¶Haggng bim. 
Thy Praiſes were unjuſt; but, Ill deſerve em, 
And yet mend all. Do with me what thou wilt; 
Lead me to Victory, thou know'ſt the way. 
Vent. And, will you leave this 
Ant. Pr'ythee do not curſe her, | 
And I wi Ay — though, ma knows, I love 
B Life, , ire; all, but Honour: 
r 
Vent. That's my Royal Maſter. 
And, ſhall we fight? 
Ant. 1 warrant thee, old Soldier, 
Theu ſhalt behold me once again in Iron, 
And at the Head of our old Troops, that beat 
The Parthians, cry aloud, Come follow me. 
| Vents, O now I hear my Emperor! in that word 
Odavms fell. Gods, let me fee that Day, 
3 228 behind, take all, 
; ou for th' Exchange. 
Are. Oh | 


Au. Te done: in that laſt Sigh, ſhe went. 
Ceſar ſhall know what tis to force a Lover, 
From all he holds moſt dear. 
Pe. Methinks you breath 7 
Another Soul: Your Looks are more Divine; 
You ſpeak a Heroe, and you move a God. 
A. O, thou haſt fir d me; my Soul's up in Arms, 


The Wop 


well LosT. 209 


That noble E of Fight has ſeiz d me; 
That with vrhick I darted upward 
To Camp: In van the — | 


Oppos'd y ; in vain a War 
Sung round my Head, and pane all "uy Skill; 
Cs ale wg 
: Lag'd on the Plain below. 
Vent. Ye Gods, ye Gods, 
. For ſuch another Hour. 
FI Ant. Come on, my Soldier ! 
Our Hearts and Arms are ſtill the Game: | long 
Once more to meet our Foes; that Thou 1 


Like Time and Death, marching before our Troops, 
May taſte Fate to 'em; Mow 'em out a 


And, — Harveſt of the F Nie, 
Harveſt of the Fiel Ln. 


Tok 


ACTH. SCENE L 


Cleo. HAT fhall I do, or whither ſhall I turn? 
r b 


Aer. He ht for 
Chee. The be w Se bs want wo tate: 
Flatter me not: n | 
And all my deftroy'd. 
Alex. Does is weak Paſſion 


Beco 
TIO 


1. this to be a Queen, to be beſieg'd 
By yon inſulting Raman; and to wait 
Each Hour the Victor s Chain? Theſe Ils are ſmall; 
For Anteny is loſt, and I can mourn 
For nothing elſe but him. Now come, Odtævius, 


I have no more to loſe; prepare thy Bands 
I'm fit to be a Captive: Antony , : 
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Has Mind the Fortune of a Slave. 
55. Ei e to aſſiſt you. 
Cleo. I have none, 
And none would have: My Love's a noble Madneſs, 
Which ſhows the Cau'e deſervd ir. Moderate Sorrow 
Fits vulgar Love; and fcr a vulgar Man: 
But I have lov'd with ſuch tranſcendent Paſſion, 
F ſoar d, at firſt, quite out of Reaſons yiewr, 
And now am loſt above it —- No, I'm proud 
"Tis thus: Would Autony could fee me now ; | 
Think ycu he would not figh? though he muſt leave me, 
Sure he would figh; for he is noble- natur d, 
And bears a tender Heart: I know him well. 
Ah, no, I know kim not; I knew him once, 
But now tis paſt. 
Iras. Let it be paſt with you: 
Forget him, Sf ng on 
3 3 
He once was mine; and once, now tis gone, 
Leaves a faint Image of — th 
Alex. Think him Unconſtant, Cruel, and Ungrateful. 
Cleo. 2 + > aww 
| Faithleſs, Ungrateful, Cruel, though | 
I ſtill muſt love him. : 
Now, what News my Charmion ? 


Am I to live or die? nay, 
Or am I dead? for, 


3 


| 
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And without Pow's to give em? 
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Alex. You mis} ; | 
You {ce through Love, and that deludes Sight: 
As, what is ſtrait, ſeems crooked the Water ; 
But I, who bear my Reaſon undiſturba, 
Can fee this „this dreaded Man, 
A fearful Slave, who fain would run 5 
And ſhurs his Maſter's Eyes: It you 
My Life on't, he ftill drags a Chain 
That needs muſt clog his Flight. | 
Cleo. Could I believe thee! [1-4 
Alex. By ev'ry Circumſtance I know he loves. 
True, he's hard preſt, by Int'reſt and by Honour ; ; 
Yet he but doubts, and parlies, and cafts out 
Man a Look for Succour. - 
Che. * word, 
He fears to ſee my Face. 
Hex. And would you more? 


=: 


come; 
Come, free me from Ventidins; from my Tyrant: 
See me, and give me a Pretence to leave him. 
J hear his Trumpets. This way he muſt paſs. 
Pleaſe you, retire a while; Fll work him firſt, 
That he may bend more eaſie. 


28892085 ＋ 


4 


JL. - eats ts... Bat 


Au. But juſt enough to ſeaſon him from Coward, 
©, 'tis the coldeſt Youth upon a Charge, 
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The moſt deliberate Fighter! if he ventures 
(As in Iihria once they ſay he did | 
To ftorm a Town) tis when he cannot chuſe, 

When all the World have fixt their Eyes upon him; 
And then he lives on that for ſeven Years after, 
But, at a cloſe Rey he never fails. 

Ven. I heard, you gd him. 

Ant. I did, Ventiducs. | 
What think'ſt thou was his Anſwer ? Twas ſo 


I had not. 


He faid he had more ways than one to die; 


Ven. Poor! | 
Ant. He has more ways than one; 
- But he would chuſe em all before that ne. 
| Ven, He firſt would chuſe an Ague. or a Fever, 
Ant. No: It muſt be an Ague, not 3 Fever: 
He has not warmth enough to dig by that. 
Pen. Or old Age, anda Bed. 
Au. Ay, there's his Choice. 
He would live, like a Lamp, to the laſt wink, 
And crawl upon the utmoſt verge of Life: 
O Hercules! Why ſhould a Man like this, 
Who dares not truſt his Fate for one Action, 
Be all the Care of Heavr Why ſhould he Lord it 
Oer fourſcore thouſand len, of whom each one 
Is braver than himſc!! 
Ven. You conquer d for him: 
Philippi knows it; there you ſhar'd with him 
That Empire, which your Sword made all your own. 
| Ant. Fool that I was, upon = = Wings 
I bore this Wren, till I was tir d with ſoaring, 
And now he mounts above me. | 
Good Heay'ns, is this, is this the Man who braves me? 
Who bids my Age make way? Drives me before him, 
To the Word's Ridge, and ſweeps me off like Rubbiſh ? 
Ven. Sir, we loſe time; the Troops are mounted all. 
Ant. Then give the word to March: 
I long to leave this Priſon of a Town, 
To join thy uy and, in open Field, 
Once more to my Face. Lead, my Deliverer. 


y 


x. And yet ſhebegs not now, you would not % 
That were a Wiſh too 9378 13 


ame, 
She humbly —— — | 
All her own Cares and Fears, the Care of you. 
. Ven. Yes, witneſs Ain. | 
Ant. Let him. tpeak, Venti. lius. 
Alex. Tou, when his matchleſs Valour bears him for- 
With Ardor too Heroick, on his Foes [ward, 


Paths of Death; 
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. Yes, we have made em; we have loy'd each o- 
Into our mutual Ruin. [ther 

Cleo. The Gods have ſeen my Joys with envious Eyes; | 
T have no Friends in Heav'n; and all the World, i 
(As twere the bus'neſs of Mankind to part us) 
Is arm'd againſt my Love: Ev'n you your {elf 
Join with the reſt; you, you are arm'd againſt me, 
Ant. I will be juſtify'd in all I do | 
To late Poſterity, and therefore hear me. | 
2 3 5 — 
Elſe, 24 me — Silence. . | f 
Cles. You command me, 
And I am dumb. 
Yen. I like this well: He ſhews Authority. 
Ant. That I derive my Ruin 
From you alone 
Cleo. O Heav'ns! I ruin you! | 
Ant. You promis d me your Silence, and you 
Fre I have * | 6 
Cleo. Well, 1 u. | | 
Ant. When | dead you firſt, it was in Zgype, 
Ere Ceſar ſaw your Eyes; you gave me Love, 
And were too young te know it; that I ſetled 
Your Father in his Throne, was for your fake, 
I left th' Acknowledgment for time to ripen, 
Caſar ſtept in, and with a greedy Hand 
 Pluck'd the green Fruit, ere the firſt Bluſh of red, 
Yet cleaving to the Bough. He was my Lord, 
And was, belide, too great for me to rival, 
But, I deſery'd you firſt, tho? he enjoy d you. 
When, after, I id you in Cilicia, 
An Enemy to Rome, I pardon'd you. 
Ant. Again you break your Promiſe. 
I loy'd you till, and took your weak Excuſes, | 
Took you into my Boſom, ftain'd by Cefar, 1 
And not half mine: I vrent to Zgype with you, 
And hid me from the Bus'ncſs of the World, 
Shut out enquiring Nations from my fight, 
Vo, IV. "om 


break ir 


Te - bi 
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To give whole Years to you. | 

FS. Yer, to your Shane be't poken. Alide. 

cz ye Days and Nights, and all Hours, 
Wi 8 
That 2 . — Feet, 
ky } ach 1 qt por og we þ yr 
One 5 nothi 0 S5 
Another cine, een ny alin 
The Suns were out with looking on, 
And I untir'd with loving. | 
I faw you ey ry Day, and all the Day; 
And ev'ry Day was ſtill but as the firſt: 
So eager was I ſtill to ſee you more. 

. 3 
As ſhe indeed bad reaſon; rais'd a War 
In Tah, to call me back. 
Ven. But yet 
You went not. 

Ant. While within your Arms I lay, | 
The World fell mouldring from my Hands each Hour, 
And left me ſcarce a graip (I thank your Love for't.) 
Fen. Well puſh'd: That laſt was home. 

Cleo. Yet may I ſpeak? 
989 yes; elſe, not. 
Your Silence ſays I have not. Fulvia dy d; 

{Pardon, you Gods, with my Unkindneſs dy d.) 

To ſet the World at Peace, I took OcFauias, 
This Cæſars Siſter; in her pride of Youth 

And flow'r of Beauty did I wed that Lady, 
Whom bluſhing I muſt praiſe, becauſe I left her. 
You calld; my Love obey'd the fatal Summons : 
This rais'd the Roman Arms; the Cauſe was yours. 
I would have fought by Land, where I was ſtronger; 
You hinder'd it: Yet, when I fought at Sea, 
Forſook me fighting; and (oh ſtain to Honour! 
Oh laſting Shame!) I knew not that I fled; 


| But fled to follow you. 
Ven. What haſte ſhe made to hoiſt her purple Sails? 


And, to appear magnificent in Flight, 


Drew 
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| And, would you multiply more Ruins on me? 


hs. =o ak, my only Friend, 
. pwrrack of my Fortunes; 
ve T have left, my laft Recruits, 


cage to es, Eyes 


Cleo. How ſhall I plead my Cauſe, when you | 
Already have — no! Shall I Tring my Judge 
The Love bore me for my Advocate 
That now is turn d againſt me, that deſtroys mes 
For, Love once paſt, is, at the beſt, for 
But oftner ſours to Hate: twill pr my Lord 
To ruin me, and therefore I'll be 


Bur, could I once have i ls deve ht - 
That you would "los ſearching —_— = 
Into my Faults, f ere to my Deſtruction, 
And watching all Advantages with Care, 
That ſerve to make me wretched? Speak, my Lord, 


Fer I end here. Though I deſerve this uſage, 
Was it like you to give it? 


Ant. O you me. N 
To think I ſought tl is Parting, or deſir d 


To accuſe you more than what will clear my elf, 
And juſtifie this Breach. 


Cleo. Thus low I thank you. 

And, fince my Innocence will not offend; 
TI ſhall not bluſh to own it. 
Pen. After this 

I think ſhe'll bluſh at 

Cleo. You ſeem 2 
(And therein you are te kind) that firſt 


Enjoy'd my Love, * * Vd it better. 
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I prieve for that, my Lord, much more than you; 
For, had I firſt been yours, it would have ſav d 
My ſecond Choice: I never had been his, 
And ne er had been but yours. But Ceſar firſt, 
Lou fay, poſſeſd my Love. Not ſo, my Lord; 
He firſt poſſeſs d my Perſon; you my Love: 
+ Ceſar low d me; but I lov'd Antony. 
If T endur'd him after, twas becauſe 
I judg'd it due to the firſt Name of Men; 
And, half conftrain'd, I gave, as to a Tyrant, 
| What he would take by force. 
| - Ven. O Syren! Syren! of 
| " Yet grant that all the Love ſhe boaſts were true, 
Has ſhe not ruin'd you? I ſtill urge that, 
The fatal Conſequence. 
| Cleo. The Conſequence indeed, 
For I dare Challenge him, my greateſt Foe, 
To fay it was deſign'd: Tis true, I lev'd you, 
And kept you far from an uncafie Wife, 
; (Such Fulxia was.) | 
| Yes, but hel] ſay, you left Octavia for me; 
1 And, can you blame me to receive that Love, 
| Which gue ſuch Deſert, for worthleſs me? 
How often have I wiſh'd ſome other Cæſar, 
| Great as the firſt, and as the ſecond Young, 
| Wau d court my Love, to be refus d for you Pj 
Vent. Words, words; but Adlium, Sir, remember Ain. 
Cleo. Ev'n there, I dare his Malice. True, I counſeld 
To fight at Sea; but, I betray'd you not. 
1 fled; but not to th' Enemy. "Twas Fear; 
"Would 1 had been a Man, not to have fear d, 
Tor none would then have envy'd me your Friendſhip, 
Who envy me your Love. on | 
33 both un + 
If nothing elſe, yet our ill Fortune parts us. 
Speak; Would you have me bs my Stay? 
Co. If as a Friend you ask my — _—_ Go; 
If as a Lover, Stay. If you muſt periſh; : 
Tis a hard Word, but ſtay, 
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Vent. See now th' Effects of her ſo boaſted Love! 
She ſtrives to drag you down to Ruin with her: 
But, could ſhe ſcape without you, oh how ſoon 
Would ſhe let hold, and haſte to ſhore, 
K | _ 3 
. Then } m e by this. 
es EY [Giving Antony a M . 
Could I have born 1 5 


A Life or Death, a Happineſs or Woe 
From yours divided, this had giv'n me means. 
Ant, By Hercules, the Writing of Octaxius! 
I know it well: tis that proſcribing Hand, 
Young as it was, that led the way to mine, 
And left me but the ſecond Place in Murder 
See, ſee, Ventidius ! here he offers Ægypt, | 
And joins all Syria to it, as a Preſent, 
So, in ital, ſhe for ſake my Fortunes, 
And 4 Arms with his. 
Cleo. And yet you leave me! 
You leave me, Antony; and, yet I love yon, 
Indeed I do: I have refus'd a Kingdom, 
That's a Trifle: | 
For I could part with Life; with any thing, 
But only you. O let me die but with you 
Is that a hard Requeſt ? 
An. Next living with you, 
Tis all that Heav'n can give. 
Alex. He melts. we Conquer. | Aide. 
Cleo. No: You ſhall go: Your Int'reſt calls yon heuce; 
Les; your dear Int'reſt pulls too ſtrong, for theſ j; 
Weak Arms to hold you here [Takes his Hand. 
Go; leave me, Soldier; | | 
(For you're no more a Lover:) leave me dying: 
Puſh me all pale and panting from your Boſom, 
And, when your March begins, let one run after 
Breathleſs almoſt for joy; and cry, ſhe's dead: 
The Soldiers ſhout ; you then perhaps may ſigh, 
And muſter all your Roman Gravity ; 9 
Vi chides; and ſtrait your Brow clears up, 
I had never been. n 


„ it, 
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| ins. Gods, tis too much; tos much fer Man to beary 
Cleo. What is't for me then, 


In Ballance with your — Honour, Fame? 
Ann. What is't, Ventidius? it outweighs em all; 
Why, we have more than d Ceſar now: 
My Queen's not only Innocent, but Loves me. 

is, this is ſhe who drags me down to Ruin! 
But, cculd ſhe ſcape without me, with what haſte 
Would ſte let lip her hold, and make to ſhore, 


And never look kehind! 
Down on thy Knees, Blaſphemer as thou art, 
And ask Forgiveneis of 'd Innocence. 


Vent. Pll rather die, than take ir. Will ? 


n. Go! Whither? Go from all that's Ex ! 
Faith, Honour, Virtue, 2 


all Things ferbid, 
n her, who ſets my Love 


The WorLD well Los r. 223 
And long Security makes Conqueſt eaſie. 

Im to return before I go; 

For, all the — 1 have known, beat thick 

On my Remembrance: How I long for Night! 

That both the Sweets. of mutual Love may try, 

And Triumph once o'er Cæſa ere we die. [Exeunt, 


ACT m. SCENE I. 


At one Door, enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, and Alcxas, 
a Train of Ægyptians: At the other, Antony and Ro- 
mans. The Entrance on both Sides is prepar d by Muſick ; 
the Trumpets firſt founding on Antony Parr: Then an- 
rea Timbrels, &c. on Cleopatra's. Charmion and 
Iras 4 Laurel Wreath betwixt them. A Dance of 
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By Heav'n and Earth at once; | 
And make their Envy what they meant their Sport. 
Let thoſe who took us bluſh; I would love on | 
With awful State, _ of their Frowns, 
As their ſuperior God. 
There's no ſatiety of Love, in thee; 
Enjoy'd, thou till art new; perpetual Spring 
Is in thy Arms; the ripen'd Fruit but f. 
And Bloſſoms rite to fill its empty Place; 
And I grow rich by giving. | 
| Enter Ventidius, and flands apart. | 
Alex. O, now the Danger's paſt, your General comes. 
He joins not in your Joys, nor minds your Triumphs; 
Bur, with contracted Brows, looks frowning on, 
As Envying your Succeſs. 
Au. Now, on my Soul, he loves me; truly loves me; 
He never flatter d me in any Vice, ä 
But -n me _ his bs > Ev'a this Minute 
Methinks he has a Right of chiding me. 
Lead to the Terme: T1 avoid his Preſence; 
It checks too ſtrong upon me. 27 the reſt. 
[4 Antony is going, Ventidius pulls hi by the Rebe. 
Vent. Emperor. 
Ant. Tis the old Argument; I prethee ſpare me. 


[Looking backs 
Vent. But this one hearing, Emperor. l 8 
Ant. Let go 
My Robe; or, by my Father Hercule 
Vent. By Hercules's Father, that's yet greater, 
I bring you ſomewhat you would wiſh to know. 
Ant. Thou ſee'ſt we are oblerv'd; attend me here, 
And [11] return. | . 
Vent. I'm waining in his Favour, yet I love him; 
I love this Man, who runs to meet his Ruin; 
And, ſure the Gods, like me, are fond of him: 
His Virtues lye ſo mingled with his Crimes, 
As would confound their Choice to puniſh one, 
And not reward the other. [ 
1 Enter Antony. 
Am. We can Conquer, 


You 
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Tou ſee, without your Aid. . | 
We have diflodg'd their Troops, 
They look on us at diſtance, and, like Curs 
Scap'd from the Lions paws, they bay far off, 
And lick their Wounds, and faintly threaten War. 
Five thouſand Romans with their Faces upward - 
Lye breathleſs on the Plain. 

Vent. Tis well: And he 
Who loſt em, could have ſpar d ten thouſand more. 
Yet if, by this Advantage, you could gain 
An eaſier Peace, while Cæſar doubts the Chance 
Of Arms! 

Ant. O think not on't, Ventidues ; 
The Boy purſues my Ruin, he'll no Peace: 
His Malice is conſiderate in Advantage; 
O, he's the cooleſt Murderer, fo ſtancn, 
He kills, and keeps his Temper. 

ent. Have you no Friend | 

In all his Army, who has Power to move him? 
Mecenas, or Agripba might do much. 

Ant. They're both too deep in Cæſar's Intereſts, 
We'll work it out by dint of Sword, or periſi. 

Vent. Fain I wou'd find ſome other, 

Az. Thank thy Love. | 
Some four or five ſuch Victories as this 
Will fave thy farther Pains. 

Vert. Expect no more; Cæſar is on his Guard: 
I know, Sir, you have conquer'd againk odds; 
But ſtill you draw Supplies from one poor Town, 
And of Zgyptians: He has all the World, 
And, at his Beck, Nations come pouring in, 
\ To fill the Gaps you make. Pray think again. 

Ant. Why doſt thou di ive me from my ſelt, to ſearch 
For Foreign Aids? to hunt my Memory, 
And range all Oer a waſte and barren Place 
To find a Friend? The Wretched have no Friends 
Yet I had one, the braveſt Youth of Rome, 
Whom Caſar loves beyond the Love of Women, 
He could reiolve his Mind, as Fire does Wax, 
From that hard rugged Image, melt him down, 

N 7 ..-- a 
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And mould him in what ſofter Form he 11 
Vent. Him would I ſee; that Man of all the World: 
Juſt ſuch a one we want. 
Ant. He loy'd me too, 
J was his Soul; he liv'd not but in me: 
We were ſo clos d within each others Breaſts, 
The Rivets were not found that join'd us frlt. 
r. We were ſo mixt, 
We were 


meeting Streams, both to our ſelves were loſt; 
one maſs; we could not pive or take, 
But from the fame; for he was I, I he. 
Vent. He moves as I would wiſh him. [Afider 
nt. After this, 8 
I need not tell his Name: "Twas Dalabella, 
Vent He's now in Caſar's Camp. 
Au. No matter where, 
Since he's no longer mine. He took unkindly 
That I forbade him Cleopatra's Sight; 
Becauſe I fear'd he lov'd her: He confeſt 
He had a Warmth, which, for my fake, he ſtifled; 
For twere impoſſible that two, ſo one, 
Should not have lov'd the fame. When he . 
He took no leave; and that confirm d my Thoughts. 
Vent. It argues that he lov'd you more than her, 
Elſe he had but he perceiv'd you jealous, - 
— Jaw ieve his Friend: | know he lus you; 
As. ] ould fave forn hin then cr now. 
Vent. Perhaps | 
He has thus loog been lbring for your Peace, 
eu. Would he were here 
Vent. Would ou believe he lov'd you? | 
T read your Aniwer in your Eyes; you would. 
Not to conceal it longer, he has ſent 
A Meſſenger from Cæſars Camp, with Letters. 
A. Let him | 
Vent. FU bring him inſtantly. 
Exit Ventidius, aud re-enters immediately with 
Aut. Tis he himſelf, himſelf, by holy Friendſhip! 
Nun, 0 embrace bim. 
236＋— a: Uh ay Cathay WHEL 
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Haſt thou not ſeen my Morning Chambers filld 


With ter'd Slaves, A to ſalute me; 
With Monarchs, who the Sun, 
To worſhip my Upriting? Menial Ki 


Ran courſing up and down my Palace-yard, 
Stood ſilent in my Preſence, watch'd my Eyes, 
And, at my leaſt Command, all ſtarted out 
Like Racers to the Goal. 
| Dola. Slaves to your Fortune. - 

Ant. 1 — » now ; — 1 am T7 

Vent. | made your ſelf; I will not flatter. 

4 Is this Friendly done?” 

Dola. Les, when his End is fo, I muſt join with him; 
Indeed I muſt, and yet you muſt not chide :- 
Why am I elſe your Friend? | 
n Take heed, 


Man, 


| — 
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And thou too haſt a Soul. Canſt thou remember 
When, ſwelbd with hatred, thou beheld'ft her firft 
3 2 ? guilty Day; 
. _.. Dola. $ my Remembrance; 'twas a gui! Ys 
And ſtill the Bluſh here. 
Ant. To clear her ſelf, . 
For ſending him no Aid, the came from Egype, 
Her Gally down the Silver Cydnas row d, 
The tackling Silk, the Streamers wav'd with Gold, 
The gentle Winds were lodg d in purple Sails: 
Her Nymphs, like Nereids, round her Couch were placd; 
Where ſhe, another Sea- born Venus, lay. | 
Dola. No more: I would not hear it. 
at. O, you muſt! | 
She lay, and leant her Cheek upon her Hand, 
And caft a Lool: fo languifhingly ſweet, 
As if, ſecure of all Beholders Hearts, 
Neglecting ſke could take em: Boys, like Cupids, 
Stood fanning, vrith their painted Wings, the Winds 
That plaid about her Face: But if ſhe {mil'd, 
A darting Glory ſeem'd to blaze abroad: : 
That Mens deſir ing Eyes were never weary'd; 


But hung upon the Object: To ſoft Flutes | 

The Silver Oars kept time; and while they plaid, 

The Hearing gave new Pleaſure to the Sight; 

And both to Thought: Twas Heav'n, or fomewhat mor ;; 

For ſhe fo charm'd all Hearts, that gazing Crowds 
Stood panting on the Shore, and wanted Breath 

To give cheir welcome Voice. 

Then, Dolabella, where was then thy Soul? 

Was not thy Fury quite diſarm'd with Wonder? 
Didft thou not ſhrink behind me from thoſe Eyes, 
And whiſper in my Ear, Oh tell her not 

That I accus'd her of my Brother's Death? 

Dols. And ſhould my Weakneſs be a Plea for yours? 
Mine was an Age when Love might be excus'd, 
When kindly Warmth, and when my ſpringing Youth 
Made it a Debt to Nature. Your grmamo—— | i 

Vn Speak bold] 


2 — TOR 


When 


— 
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When no more Heat was left but what you forc'd, 
When all the Sap was needful for the Trunk, 
When it went then you conſtrain d the Courſe, 
And robb'd from Nature, to ſupply Deſire; 
15 (I would not uſe fo harſh a Word) 
is but plain Dotage. 
Dola. Twas urg'd too home. 
Burt yet the Loſs was private that I made; 
"Twas but my {If I loſt: I loſt no Legions; 
I had no World to loſe, no People's Love. 
Ant. This from a Friend? 
Dola. Yes, Antony, a true one; | 
A Friend ſo tender, that each word I ſpeak 
Stabs my own Heart, before it reach your Ear. 
O, judge me not leis kind becauie I chide: 
To Cæſar I excuſe you. 
Ant. O ye Gods! 
Have I then liv'd to be excus d to Ceſar ? 
Dola. As to your Equal. 
Ant. Well, he's but my Equal: | 
While I wcar this, he never ſhall be more. 
Dola. I bring Conditions from him. 
Ant. Are they Noble? 
Methinks thou ſhouldft not bring em elſe; yet he 
Is full of deep Diſſembling; know¾ys no Honour 
Divided from his Int reſt. Fate miſtook him; 
For Nature meant him for an Uſurer, 
He's fit indeed to buy, not conquer Kingdoms, 
Vent. Then, granting this, 
What Pow'r was theirs who wrought ſo hard a Temper 
To honourable Terms ! 
An. It was my Dolabella, dor ſome Gad. 
Dola. Nor I; nor yet Mecenas, nor Agrippa : - 
They were your Enemies; and I a Friend 
Teo weak alone; yet twas a Roman's Deed. 
Ann. Twas like a Roman done: Show me that Man 
Who has preſerv'd my Life, my Love, my Honour; 
Let me but ſec his Face, 


Vins. 


| 
9 
| 
; 
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Vent. That task is mine, | 


[Exit Ven; 
you 
ſhall thank him too. 
ee Tr 
ne. But ſhe 
Haſt thou 


2 
1 1 


+ 
1 
4; 


Look on her, view her well; and thoſe ſhe : 
trangers to Eyes? has Nature 
No tecr: Call no Whiper th — ? PER 
For ſhame, my Lord, if not for Love, receive en 
With kinder Eyes. II — 


Meet em, embrace em, bid em welcome to you. 


Your Arms ſhould open, ev'n without your Knowledge. 
To claip em in; your Feet ſhould — Wings, 


To bear you to em; and your E 

And aim a Kiſs ere you could - Lips 

Au. I ſtood amaz'd to think came hither. 
'em in, unknown 


attended for my 
I might erpeck 
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A we than Caſe's Sifker 
Had I more $ 
Know, I had ſtill remain'd in Ceſar's Camp; 
wa — 2 Octavia, your much injur'd Wife, 
baniſh'd from your Bed, driv'n from your Houſe, 
Ink of Ceſar Siſter, ſtill is yours. | 
"Tis true, I have a Heart diſdains your Coldneſß, 
And prompts me not to frek what ye ſhould offer; 
But a Wife's Virtue ſtill ſurmounts Pride: 
Od. 
to ask, nay Kindneſs: 
Yew ak, te Lond; bmi and] wi ave 


[Taking his Hand, 

Vent. Do, take it, thou deſery'ſt it. 

Dola. On my Soul, 
And ſo ſhe does: She's neither too ſubmiſſive,] 
Nor yet too hty ; but fo juſt a mean, 
A 1 —— 


» Who, to my kneeli Slave, could fay; 
be a King; | 


Ant. — need it. Come, ve all botay' me 
Friend too ! 5-0 


My F 

My Wife has me,. with. her Pra — 
Aa 115 — Slave, F 
In 
T 
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Subjects me ſtill to your unkind Miſtakes. 

But the Conditions 1 have are ſuch 

You need not'bluſh to take: I love Honour, 

Becauſe tis mine; it never ſhall be 

— — thee. 

Sir, you are free; 2 you loud 


For, tho , 
— — —— — 5 


1 1 a Soul like yours; I cannot take 
Your Love as Alms, nor beg what I deſerve. 
Fll tell my Brother we are reconcild; 
He ſhall draw back his Troops, and you ſhall march 
To rule the Eaſt: I may be dropt at Athens; 
No matter where, I never will complain, 
But only the barren Name of Wite, 
And'rid you of the Trouble. 

Vent. Was ever ſuch a Strife of ſullen Honour! 
Both ſcorn to be oblig'd. | 
| Dola. O, ſhe has toucht him in the tender Part; 
See how he reddens with D and Shame 
To be out- done in Generofity ! 

Vent. See how he winks! how he dries up a Tear, 
That fain would fall! 

Aut. Octavia, I have heard you, and muſt praiſe 
The Greatneſs of your Soul; 
But cannot yield to what you have propos d: 
For I can ne er be conquer d but by Love 
And you do all for Duty. You would free me, 
And would be dropt at 4thens; was't not fe? 

Octav. It was, my Lord, 

Ant. Then I muſt be oblig d | 
To one who love me not, who, to her ſelf, 
May call me thankleſs and ungrateful Man: 
IIl not endure it, no. 

Vent. I'm glad it pinches there. 

dau. Would you triumph o'er poor Ofatia's Virtue? 
Le 6 Pride oO all I had to — me — WY 

you think you ow , 

And ow'd * my Duty, not 2 _— 
I have been injur d, and my 
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Could brook but ill the Man vrho flights my Bed. 
At. Therefore you love me not. 
oda. Therefore, my Lord, 
I ſhould not love you. 
Ant. Therefore you would leave me? 
Ofav. And therefore I ſhould leave n if I could. 
Dols. Her Soul's too after ſuch Injuries, 
To ſay ſhe loves; and yet ſhe lets you ſee it. 
Her Modeſty and Silence plead her Cauſe. 
Ant. O, Dolabells, which way ſhall I turn? 
I find a Secret yielding in my Soul; 
But Cleopatra, who 2 die with me, 
Muſt ſhe be left? Pity pleads for Octavia; 
But does it not plead more for Cleopatrs ? 
Vent. r 
For Cleopatra, neither. 
One would be ruin'd with you; but ſhe firſt | 
Had ruin'd you: 'The other, you have ruin d. 
apt any bs | 1 mag you. 
In ey Merits are 
I; ng 
Octæv. Sweet Heay'n compoſe it. 
- de 
Methinks you — 4424 Look on theſe; 
tov thay bor yi 8 
neee 
| Kneel to him, take him by the Hand, Kon 
For you may ſpeak, and he may own you too, 1 
Without a Bluſh; and fo he cannot all 
His Children: Go, I fay, and pull him to me, 
And pull him to your ſelves, from that bad Woman, 
You, Agrippina, hang upon his Arms; 
And you, Antonia, claſp about his Waſte: | 
If he will ſhake you off, if he will daſh y 
Againſt the Payement, you muſt bear it, — 
For you are mine, aud I was barn to ſuffer. 


OD gp bi or: 
Vent. Was ever mov Emperor! 

Dola. Friend! bg wg * 

Octa. Husband 


Both 


8 
27 


F 
* 
S 


Nac Fa 
&v. T am — 
, take me; Child 
thriftleſs 


Debtor 


* 


— 


tell ſt thou me of Fr? 
Soul is loſt! Octavia has him! 


Clea. Were ſhe the Siſter of the Thund' rer Fove, 
And bore her Brather's Lightning in her Eyes, 

Thus would I face my Rival. | 
85 ets Octav. with Ventid. Octav. bears up to her, 
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a him thence. Lhd 

. Peace, peace, m 's Fun. ; 
When he grew weary of that Houſhold-C'og, 
He choſe my eaſier Bonds. 

Octav. I wonder not 
Your Bonds are eaſie; you have long been practis'd 
In that laſcivious Art: He's not the firſt 
For whom you ſpread your Snares: Let Cæ ar witneſs 

Cleo. I lov d not Caſar; 'twas but Gratitude 
T paid his Love: The worſt your Malice can, 

Is but to fay the greateſt of Mankind 

Has been my Slave. The next, but far above him 
In my Eſteem, is he whom Law calls ours, 

But whom his Love made mine. 

Octav. I would view nearer [ Coming up cloſe to her, 
That Face, which has ſo long uſurp's my Right, 

To find th' inevitable Charms, that catch 
Mankind fo ſure, that ruin'd my dear Lord. 

Cleo. O, you do well to ſearch; for had you known 
But half theſe Charms, you had not loft his Heart. 

Octav. Far be their Knowledge from a Reman Lady, 
Far from a modeſt Wife. Shame'of our Scx, | 
Doſt thou not bluſh, to own thoſe black Endearmonts 
That make Sin pleaſing ? 8 

Cleo. Tou may bluſli, who want em. 

If bounteous Nature, if indulgent Heav n 

Have giv'n me Charms to pleaſe the braveſt Man; 
Should I not thank em? ſhould I be aſham'd, 

And not be proud? I am, that he has loy'd me; 
And, when I love not him, Heav' n change this Face 
For one like that. 

Octav. Thou lov'ſt him not ſo well. 

Cleo. I love him better, and deſerve him more. 

Octav. You do not; cannot: You have been his Ruin. 
Who made him cheap at Rome, but Cleopatra ? 
Who made him ſoorn d abroad, but Cleopatra ? 
At Aftium, who betray'd him? Cleopatra. 
Who made his Children Orphans? and poor me 
A wretched Widow? only Cleapasra. 
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Cleo. Yet ſhe who loves him beſt is Cleopatra. 
If you have ſuffer'd, I have ſuffer d more. 
You bear the ſpecious Title of a Wife, 
To guild your Cauſe, and draw the pitying World 
To | ane. it: The World contemns poor me; 
For I have loſt my Honour, loſt my Fame, 
And ſtain d the Glory of my Royal Houſe, 
And all to bear the branded Name of Miſtreſs. 
There wants but Lite, and that too I would loſe 
For him I love. | 
Octav. Be't ſo then; take thy Wiſh. [Exit aum five, 
Cleo. And tis my Wiſh, 
Now he is loſt for whom alone I liv'd. 
My Sight grows dim, and every Object dances, 
And ſwims —__ — in the . Death. 
My Spirits, while they were oppos'd, kept up; 
They could not {ink — a Rival's Scorn: 
| Bur now ſhe's gone they faint. 
Alex. Mine have had leiſure 
To recolle& their Strength, and furniſh Counſel, 
To ruin her; who elſe muſt ruin you. 
Cleo. Vain Promiſer! - 
Lead me, my Charmion; nay, your Hand too, -Irag 
My Grief has weight enough to fink you both. 
Conduct me to ſome ſolitary Chamber, 
And draw the Curtains round; 
Then leave me to my ſelf, to take alone 
My Fill of Grief : | 
There I till Death will his Unkindneſs weep: | 
As harmleſs Infants moan themſelyes aſleep. ¶ Exaum. 
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ignity ſhall be preſerv'd, — 


| Dola, Fear not, I will remember. 

[Antony goes again 10 the Door, and comes back. 

er. And tell her, how much I was conſtrain d; 
I did ; 1 


this, but with 
not 


But, like a Mole in Earth, buſie and blind, 
Works all her Folly up, and acts it ourrad 
To the Warld's open view: Thus I diſcover d, 
And blam d the Love of ruin'd £ony; 
Yet wiſh that I were he, to be ſo ruin d. 
Enter Ventidius above. 
Vent. Alone? and talking 


to himſelf? concern'd too? 


Perhaps my Gueſs is right; ke loy'd her once — 
And may purſue it ill. ; 


: Meer Madneſs all. 
And yet dr Occaſions far. Whar Injury — 
To him, to wear the Robe which he throws by ? 
Vent. None, none at all. This happens as I Vin 
To ruin her yet more with A, ,x. 2 
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—— — Charmion, Iras en 
| Dols She comes! WhatCharms have Sorrow on that Face! 
Sorrow ſeems pleas d to dwell with ſo much Sweetneſs; 
Yet, now and then, a melancholy Smile 

Breaks looſe, like Lightning, in a Winter's Night, 


And ſhows a moments Day. 

Vent. If ſhe ſhould love him too! Her Eunuch there! 
That Porepi/ce bodes ill Weather. Draw, draw nearer, 
Sweet Devil, that I may hear. 

Arbe — Charmion and Iras; tu 

goes over to ; wo 
talk with them. 
To make him jealous; ealouſie is like 
A poliſht Glaſs held to. t Lips when Life's in doubt: 
If there be Breath, twill catch the Damp and ſhow it. 
Cleo. I grant you Jealouſie's a Proof of Love, 
But tis a weak and unavailing Med'cine; 
It puts out the Diſeaſe, 9 
But has no Pow'r to cure. 

Alex. Tis your laſt Remedy, and ſtrongeſt too: 
And chen this Delabells, who ſo fit 
To practiſe on? He's handſome, valiant, y 
And looks as he were laid for Nature's Bait 
To catch weak Womens Eyes. 

He ſtands already more than half ſuſpected 

Of loving you: The leaſt kind Word, or Glance, 
Tou give this Youth, will kindle him with Love: 
Then, like a burning Veſſel ſet 2drift, - 

You'll ſend him down amain before the Wind, 
To fire the Heart of jealous Antony. 

Cleo. Can I do this? Ah no; my Love's ſo true, 
That I can neither hide it where it is, 

Nor ſhow it where it is not. Nature meant me 
A Wife, a lilly harmleſs houſhold Dove, 

Fond without Art; and kind without Deceit ; 
But Fortune, that has made a Miſtreſs of me, | 
Has thruſt me out to the wide World, unfwaiſh'd 
COPD IE 4 


Alex. 
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Doubly deſirous to poſſeſs the Good 
| Which ner he fear to loſe. 

Cleo. | muſt attempt it | 
But Oh with what 
EE Alex. a a—_ „ Dolabella) 
Vent. So, now the Scene draws near ; my reach. 
Cleo. ro Dol. Diſcourſing with my Women! Mig not I 
Share in your Entertainment? 


Dola. hoſe Roman Wits have never been in Egypt, 


But, tis your Nation's Vice: al of 


Hold up, my — [ide] — Well, now your mourn- 


For Im 'd, 2 eſs it too. 
Dela. I wiſh you would; 1 tis a thankleſs Office 
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1 ſooneſt could forgive if you ſhould. 


Vent. Moſt delicate ces! Woman! Woman! 
Dear damn'd, inconſtant Sex! | 
Cleo. In the firſt Place, . 


I am to be forſaken; ist not ſo? 
Dola. I wiſh I could not anſwer to that queſtion. 
Cleo. Then pals it oer, becauſe it troubles you: 
I ſhould have more griev d another time. 
Next, I'm to loſe my Kingdom—prewe, Egypt. 
Yet, is there any more? 
Dola. Madam, I fear 
Your too deep Senſe of Grief has turn'd your Reaſon. 
Cleo. No, no, I'm: not run mad; I can bear Fortune 
And Love may be expel'd by other Love, 
As Poiſons are by Potfons. 
Dola. Fou o'erjoy me, Madam, 
To find your Griefs ſo moderately born. 
You've heard the worſt; all are not falſe, like him. 
Cleo. No; Heav'n forbid they ſhould. 5 
Dola. Some Men are conſtant. 
Clo. And Conſtancy deſerves Reward, that's certain. 
Dola. Deſerves it not; but give it leave to hope. 
Vent. Pil {wear thou haſt my leave. I have enough: 


But bow to manage this! Well, I'll conſider. Exit 


Dola. I came prepar d, es 
To tell you heavy News; News, which I thought 
Would fright the Blood from your pale Cheeks to hear: 
But you have met it with a Chearfilneſs | 
That makes my Task more eafie; and my Tongue, 
Which on another's Meſſage was employ d, 
Would gladly ſpeak its own. 
Cleo. Hold, Dolabella. 
Firſt tell me, were you choſen by my Lord? 
Or fought you this Employment ? 
Dela. He pick'd me out; and, as his Boſom- friend, 
He charg'd me with his Words. | 
Cleo. The Meſſage then 
1 know was tender, and each Accent ſmooth, 
To mollifie that rugged word Depart. 
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Dola. Oh, you miſtake: He choſe the harſheſt Words, 
With Eyes, and with contracted Brows, 
He coin'd his Face in the ſevereſt Stamp: 
And Fury ſhook his Fabrick like an Earthquake; 
He heav'd for vent, and burſt like bellowing ma, 
In Sounds ſcarce human, Hence, away for ever: 
Let her begone, the Blot of my Renown, 
« And bane of all my Hopes: 
[AI the time of this Speech, Cleopatra ſeems more and 
more concern d, till ſhe ſints quite down. 
Let her be driv'n as far as Men can think 
«© From Man's Commerce: She'll Poiſon to the Center. 
Cleo. Oh, I can bear no more! | __[Wretch! 
Dola. Help, help: Oh Wretch! Oh curſed, curſed 
_ have 1 * 5 5 
ar. Help, Temples, Iras. 
Tas. Bend, bend her forward quickly. 
Char. Heav'n be prais'd 
She comes again. | 
Cleo. Oh, let him not approach me. 
Why have you brought me back to this loath'd Being, 
Th' Abode of Falſhood, violated Vows, 
And injurd Love? For Pity, let me go; 
For, if there be a Place of long Repole, 
Im fure I want it. My diſdainful Lord 
Can never break that Quiet; nor awake | 
The ſleeping Soul, with hollowing in my Tomb 
Such 8 as fright her I * unkind. 

Dola. Believe me, tis againſt my ſelf I ſpeak, Kneelixg. 
That ſure deſerves Belief I injur'd him: 8 a 
My Friend ne'er ſpoke thoſe words. Oh, had you ſe:n 
How often he came back, and every time | 
With ſomething more obliging and more kind, 

To add to what he faid; what dear Farewels; | 
How almoſt yanquiſht by his Loye he parted, 2 
And lean'd to what unwillingly he left: 
I, Traitor as I was, for Love of you, 
(But what can you not do, who made me falie!) 
1 forg'd that Lie; for whoſe forgiveneſs kneels 
This ſelf· accus d, ſelf-puniſh'd 1— 

„ 
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Cleo. With how much ea e believe ve what we wiſh! 
- Riſe, Dolabells; if you have been guil-y, 
J have contributed, and too much Loe 
Has made me | 
Th' Advance and which I made, vras feign'd, 
To call back fleeting Love by ealouſic; 
But *rwould not ue Oh, rather let me loſe, 
Thai ſo ignobly Trifle with his Heart. 
I find your Breaſt fene d round from human reach, 
Tranſ ent a a Rock of ſolid Cryſtal; 
Seen through, but never pierc'd. My Friend, my Friend! 
What endleſs Treaſure haſt thou thrown away, 
And ſcatter'd, like an Infant, in the Ocean, 
Vain Sums of Wealth which none can gather thence, 


Cleo. Could you not ,- 
An Hour's N private Ear? 


| Like one who wanders barren W 
2 And one who wander through lang — _ 
ü Is near to ſuccour Hunger n 
Eats his Fill, ce ir gt March: | 
So weuld I feed a while my famiſh'd Eyes 
Before we part; for I have far to go, 
If Death be far, and never muſt return. 

Ventidius, ich Octavia, behind. 

Vent. From hence you may diſcover — Oh, ſweet, ſweet! 
Would you indeed? the pretty Hand in earneſt? 

Dola. I will, for this Reward. \[Takes her Hand, 
Draw it not back, | 
*Tis all I cer will beg. 

Vent. = turn upon us. 

Octav. quick Eyes has Guilt! 

Vent. N. em, and go on. 


They anter 

Dola. Saw you the Emperor, — 

— 8 * 
] fought I heard that he was 
None with him, but Hipparchus his Freedman.: 

Dola. Know = his Bus'neſs? 

Vert. Giving Inſtructions, 
And Letters, rs to his Brother eſe. 
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Dola. Well, 

He muſt he found. 
Octav. Moſt glorious Im 
Vent. She look d methought 

As ſhe would ſay, Take your old Man, Oitavia; 

Thank you, I'm better here. 

Well, but _ uſe 

Make we s Diſcovery ? x 
Ofav. Let it die. | ' 
Vent. 1 Dolabella; but and po —— 8 | 

To draw the 133 Heav'n; for 


The Sea- green 8 1 Voice their Flat' ry; 
And, ; while the peaks, Nog icht fteals upon the Day, 
Unmark'd of thoſe that hear: Then ſhe's ſo charming, 


buds at ſight of her, _— 

T holy Prieſts gaze on her when ſhe ſmiles; . 
And with heav'd Hands forgetting Gravity, 

They bleſs her wanton Eyes: Even I who hate her, 


22 unte Teurgg. Nene I it. wy 1 


Muſt needs bave Come Remains of Paon fil, 
Which may ferment into a worſe Relapſe, 
2 I know, this Minute, 


— he will reliſh this Diſcovery. 
What, e, Haut: | 
It muſt not, ſha not be. 

Vent. His Guards appear. 
Let me begin, and you ſhall ſecond me. 
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When ſaw you Dolabella? 
1 with hi 

He ce; im. 
Ant. Speak ſoftly. Sar tend him. he went. 

To bear my laſt Farewel. 

Vent. It look'd indeed | [ Aloud: 

Like yeur Farewel. 
Ant. More ſoftly My Farewel? 

What ſecret Meaning have fd} 

n He did it & 2 0 

Pem. Then d er ſuppoſe Aloud. 

You bd mas A A 

All Kindneſs, and all Love. 

Ant. How ſhe mourn d.,. 

The poor forſaken Creature 
Vent. She took it as ſhe © ; ſhe bore your Parting 

As ſhe did C2far's, as ſhe another's, 

Were a new Love to come. 

Am. Thou doſt belie her; 

Mot baſely, and maliciouſly belie her. 
Ven. 1 not to difpleaſe you; 
Octau. You ſeem difturb'd, my Lord. 
Au. A very Trifle. - 

Retire, my Love. 

Vent. It was indeed a Trifle. 

He ſent _—_ 

Ant. No more. 5 


Thy Life ſhall anſwer it. , 
SGctav. Then tis no Trifle. 


Vent. to Octauv. T is leſs; a nothing: Tou too faw 
As well as I, e it 


Ant. She faw it! 
Vent. Yes: She faw Dolabella 
A. Young 1 
Vens. Young, I think him young, 
And handſome too; and ſo do others think him! 
berg. Agee bc. 7 ind Meigs,” 


Indeed *tis probable, with ſome 
For the receiv'd it graciouſly; the fmild: 
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And then he grew Familiar with her Hand, 8 | 

—_—_ d it with ravenous Kiſſes; , 
bluſh'd, and figh'd,. and ſmild, and bluſh'd again; 

At laſt ſhe took Occaſion to talk ſoftly, 

And brought her Cheek up cloſe, and lean d on his: 

e | 

And t d aloud, That Conſtancy 

Should be rewarded. | | 


So playful with my Friend! 25 
Not Cleopatra ? 


I this ſo ſtrange? Should Mitreſſes be left, 

not provide againſt a Time of Change? 

You know ſhe's not much us d to lonely Nights. 
Ant. II think no mere on't. „ 

I know tis falſe, and ſee the Plot betwixt you. 

You needed not have gone this way, Octavia. 


<a Org . ˙— p —— —u¹ 
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Ven. 11! bring you then a Witneſs 
From Hell to prove her ſo. Nay, go not back; 
[Seeing Alexas juſt entring, and ſtarting back, 
For ſtay you muſt and ſhall. ; 
Alex. What means my Lord? 
Ver. To make you do what moſt you hate; ſpeak truth. 
You are of Cleoparra's private Counſel, 
Of her Bed-Counſel, her laſcivious Hours; | 
Are conſcious of each nightly Change ſhe makes, 
And watch her, as Chaldeans do the Moon, 
Can tell what Signs ſhe — through, what Day. 
Alex. My Noble Lord. | 
Fen. My moſt Iuſtrious Pandar, 
No fine 2 Speech, no Cadence, no turn'd Periods, 
But a plain home- ſpun Truth, is what I ask: 
T did, my ſelf, o erhear your Queen make Love 
To Dolabella. Speak; for I will know, 
By your Confeſſion, what more paſt betwixt em; 
How near the Bus'neſs draws to your Employment; 
And when the happy Hour. 
Ant. Speak truth, Alexas, whether it offend 
Or pleaſe Ventidius, care not: Juſtifie | 
Thy injur'd Queen from Malice: Dare his worft. | 


| Sc. [ 4ſide. | See, how he gives him e, how he 
| To find her falſe! and ſhuts his Eyes to Truth, [fears 
| Willing to be miſ-led! | 


Alex. As far as Love may plead for Woman's Frailty, 
Urg'd by Deſert and Greatneſs of the Lover; 
So far (Divine Odavia!) may my Queen 
Stand ev'n excus d to you, for loving him, 
Who is your Lord: So far, from brave Ventidius, 
May her paſt Actions hope a fair report. 
Ant. Tis well, and truly ſpoken: Mark, Ventidius. 
Alex. To you, moſt Noble Emperor, her ſtrong Paſſion 
Stands not excus d, but wholly juſtified. 
Her Beauty's charms alone, without her Crown, 
From Ind and Meroe drew the diſtant Vows 
Of ſighing Kings; and at her Feet were laid 
The Scepters of the Earth, expos'd on heaps, 
To chuſe where ſhe would Reign: 


She | 
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She thought a Roman only could deſerve ber; 
And, of all Romans, only Antony. 
And, to be leſs than Wife to you, diſdain d 
Their lawful Paſhon. 
An. Tis but truth. | 
Alex. And yet, tho Love, and your unmatch'd Deſert, 
Have drawn her from the due of Honour, 
At laſt, Heav'n open'd her unwilling Eyes 
To ſee the Wrongs ſhe offer d fair Octavia, 
Whoſe holy Bed ſhe lawleſly uſurp'd, 
The fad Effects of this improſperous War, 
Confirm'd thoſe pious Thoughts. 
Ven. [ Aſide.) O, wheel you there? | 
Obſerve him now; the Man begins to mend, 
And talk fubſtantial Reaſon. Fear not, Eunuch, 


The Emperer has givn thee leave to ff 
Alex. Hie had H ver dard t odr his Ears 
With what the laſt Neceſſity has urg d 
On my forſaken Miſtreſs; yet I muſt not 
Preſume to ſay ber Heart is wholly alter d. N 
Ant. vie. doe net for thy Life. f cage thee dure not; | 
Pronounce that fatal Word. b 
Ofav. Muſt 1 bear this? Good Heay'n, afford me Pa- 
4 Eunuch; uin 
Ven. On, ſweet m 
Alex. Yet Dolabella : 
Has lov'd her long, he, next my God-like Lord, | | 
Deſerves her beſt; and ſhould ſhe meet his Paſſion, | ; 
Rejected, as ſhe is, by him ſhe low d - 
Anz. Hence, from my light; for I can bear no more: | 
Let Furies drag thee quick to Hell; let all 
The longer damn'd have reſt; each torturing Hand'z 
Do thou employ, till ya comes, 
Then join thou too, and 1 
Exit out 
Octav. "Tis mot well A dn 
Indeed, my Lord, tis much unkind to me, 
To ſhow this Paſſion, this extream Concernment , 
For an abandon d, faithleſs Proſtitute. 


las 4 


250 ALL for Lover; Or, 
Ant. Octavia, leave me: I am much diforder'd, 
Lows 00s ON 
Octav. M Lord? | 
At. I bid you leave me. 1 
Ven. Obey him, Madam: Beſt withdraw a while, 
And fee how this will work. 
octav. Wherein have I offended you, my Lord, 
That 1 am bid to leave you? Am I falle, 
Or infamous? Am I a Cleopatra ? 
Were I ſhe, 


Baſe as ſhe is, you would not bid me leaye 5 
But hang upon my Neck, take ſlight Ex 
And fawn upon my Falſhood. 
Ant. Tis too much, 
Too much, Octavia; I am preſt with Sorrows 
Too heavy to be born; and you add more: L 
I would retire, and recolle& what's left 
Of Man within, to aid me. 
Octav. n 
In private, our Love, w 3 
Ton dd Lat return to me: Your Knien 
Linger d behind with her. I hear, my Lord, 
You make Conditions for her, 


And would include her Treaty. Wondrous Proofs 
Of Love to me! 


Ant. Are you my Friend, Ventidius ? 
Or are you turn'd a Dolabella too, 
And let this Fury looſe? 

Ven. Oh, be advis'd, 

Sweet Madam, and retire. 
Octav. Yes, I will go; but never to return 
You ſhall no more be haunted with this F 

My Lord, my Lord, Love will not wo u0. 1 
oY arg with long Unkindnef, and iGin 
Take her again whom you to me; 
N s but to be call 13 

eign d Parting give her back your Heat, a 

8 a 4105 Love 12 ; for injur d me, 
Tho my ſenſe of Wrongs forbid my ſtay, 
Ky Dat hl be your 


To 
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To the dear Pledges of our former Love, 
My Tenderneſs and Care ſhall be transferr d, | 
And they ſhall cheer, by turns, my widow'd Nights: 
So take my laſt Farewel; for I deſpair | 
To have you whole, and ſcorn to take you half. [Exi. 
Ven. I combat Heav'n, which blaſts my beſt Deſigns: 
My laſt Attempt mat be to win her back; 


But Oh, I fear, in vain. © , [Exie. 
Ant. Why was I fram'd with this plain honeſt Heart, 
Which knows not to diſguiſe its Griefs and Weakneſs,! 


- _ 1 outward to the World? 
ſho k ighty Anguiſh in, 
And forc'd a Selle at — Falhood: 
Octavia had belie wd it, had ſtaid; 

But I am made a ſhallow-forded Stream, 

Seen to the bottom: All my Clearneſs ſcorn'd, 


And all my Faults expos d See where he comes 


| Entey Dolabella. 
Who has prophan'd the Sacred Name of Friend, 
And worn it into Vileneſs! 
With how ſecure a Brow, and ſpecious Form 
He gilds the ſecret Villain! Sure that Face 
Was meant for Honeſty ; but Heav'n miſ-match'd it; 
And furnifh'd Treaſon out with Nature's pomp, 


Was it ſo hard for you to bear our parting ? 
You ſhauld have witht it. 
Dola. Why* d 


And ſhe receiv'd my Meſſage, with as true, | 
With as unfeign'd a Sorrow, as you brought it? 
Dols. She loves you, ev n to Madneſs. 
Anz. Oh, I know it. 
You, Dolabella, do not better know 
How much ſhe loves me. And ſhould I ! | 
Forſake ch Re? This al perfect Creature? 


D* 
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Ant. And yet you firſt 
Perſwaded me: How come you alter'd fince? 
Dola. I ſaid at firſt I was not fit to go; 
J could not hear her Sighs, and fee her Tears, 
But Pity muſt prevail: And ſo, perhaps, 
It may again with you; for I have promis'd 
That ſhe ſhould take her laſt farewel: And, ſee, 
She comes to claim my Word. 
Exter 
Ant. Falſe Dolabella ! 
Dola. What's falſe, my Lord? 
Ant. Why, Dolabella's falſe, 
And Cleopatrs's falſe; both falſe and faithleſs. 
Draw near, you well-join'd Wickedneſs, you Serpents, 
Whom 1 have, in my kindly Boſom, warm d 
Till I am ſtung to Death. 
Dola. My Lord, have 1 
Deſery'd to be thus us d? 
Cleo. Can Heav'n prepare 
A newer Torment? Can it find a Curſe 


Beyond our Separation? 
An. Tes, if Fate 
Be juſt, much greater: Heav'n ſhould be ingenious 


In puniſhing ſuck Crimes. The rowling 


To find an equal 
Oh there's no farther Name, two fuch-——to me, 
To me, who lock'd my Soul within your Breaſts, 
Had no Deſires, no Joys, no Life, but you; 
When half the Globe was mine, I gave it you 
In Dowry with my Heart; I had no uſe, | 
8 but you: A Friend and Miſtreſs * 
Was wha World could give. Oh, Cleopatra 
Oh, Dolabella ! — ye diodes 
This tender Heart, which with an Infant-fondneſs 
Lay lulfd betwixt your Boſoms, and there flept 
mY Secure 
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not; 
no more. Oh trifling Hypocrite, 
LEE Sant ws her ion ef ht hens, 
Nor own to me thou doſt! Ventidives heard it; 
Octavia faw it. | 
Cleo. They are Enemies. 
Ant. Alexas is not ſo: He, he confeſt it ; 
Why do | rk Preaf beyond your lf? | 
W 1 a ? [D Dol; 
Yeu whom 1 fink e Y _ 
Return'd to plead her Stay. 
Dola. What ſhall I anfiver? 
If to have low d be Guilt, then TI have finn'd; 
But if to have repented of that Love 
Can waſh away my Crime, I have 
Yet, if I have offended paſt — 
Let not her fuffer: She is innocent. 

Cleo. Ah, what will not a Woman do who loves! 
What means will ſhe refuſe, to keep that Heart 
Where all her Joys are plac'd! "Twas I en d, 
"Twas I blew up the Fire that ſcorch d his 
To make you jealous; and by that re 
But all in vain; I could not it: 
In ſpight of all the Dams, my Love broke o'er, 

And drown'd my Heart again: Fate took — 
And thus one Minute's feigning has deſtroy d 
My whole Life's truth. 

Ant. Thin Cobweb Arts of Falſhood 

„ N 


you. 


| 
[ 
: 
' 


Y f 
ve convincd ſelves, 


That you but meant to raiſe my Jealouſie? g 
Cleo. Our ſelves and Heav'n. [ſhip; 
Ant. Guilt witneſſes for Guilt. Hence, Love and Friend- 

penny 6 2 — 

two have driv'n you out: Avoid my Sight; 

not ill the the whtons i tre Hes; | 

hurt the Woman; but avoid me, 

L know how long I can be tame; 

For, if I ſtay one Minute more to think 


wi 
be heard for either 
Dola. Heay'n has but | 
Our Sorrow for our Sins; and then delights 
— ney Man: Sweet Mercy ſeems. 
arling Attribute, which limits Juſtice; 
if there were degrees in Infinite; 


A Foe; but not S Miſtreſs and a Friend: 
Treaſon is there in its moſt horrid Shape, 
Where Truſt is greateſt: And the Soul reſign'd 


from your Sight, 


My Joys, m * Joys are center'd here: 
What Place have I to go to? my own Kingdom? 
That I have loſt for you: Or to the Romans? 

hate me for your fake: Or muſt I wander 
The wide World oer, a helpleſs, baniſh'd Woman, 
Baniſh'd for love of you; baniſh'd from you; 
Ay, there's the Banithment! Oh hear me; hear me, 
With ſtricteſt Juſtice: For I beg no favour; had 


LY 


cannot go one Moment 


And muſt I go for ever? 


s Cauſe: What Witneſs have you; © 


. — 
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TA Appearance is agunſt me; and1 g 
D your Si a 

e lov d, you know; how yet I love, 
My only Comfort ©, I know my lh 
I love you more, ey'n now you are unkind, 
Than when you loy'd me moſt; fo well, fo truly; 
Pl never ftrive againſt it; but die pleas d 
To think you once were mine. 


Ant. Good Heay'n, the ape ane; 
Moſt 7 werp me? that cls vm 


I muſt not weep; and yet I — to think 
That 1 muſt not — 


Live; but live wretc tis but juſt y 


| Who made me fo: 1 dt: 
Let me not hear you meet: SEED 


©, 
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And all the Seas, betwixt your ſunder d Loves: 


View nothing common but the Sun and Skies: 
Now, 1 8; 


And each your Fate with mine deplore; 
rr 
e ht 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


Euter Cleopatra, Charmion aud Iras. 


Char. N E Heav'n: ſuch Virtue d thus, 
B 9 think that . 
And ſhuffles, with a random Hand, the Lots 
Which Man is forc'd to draw. 
| Chee. I could tear out theſe Eyes, that gain'd his Heart, 
And had not Pow'r to keep it. O the Curſe | 
ar 
Bear Witneſs, Gods, you heard hi me go; 
You whom he mock d with imprecating Vows 
Of promis'd Faith Pl die, I will not bear it. 
You may hold m 
[She pulls out her Dagger, Sy a bor, 
But I can keep my Breath; I can die inward, 
And choak this Love. 
Enter Alexas. 
Iras. Help, O Alexa, help! 
The * grows deiperat, her Soul ſtruggles in ber, 


With es of Love and Rage, 
And ſtrives — its Paſſage. | 


| * Let me go. 

Art thou there, Traitor — 0, 

O, for a little Breath, to vent my Rage 
Sive, give me way, and let me looſe upon 


Alex. Yes, I deſerve it, for my itim d Truth. 
Was it for me to 
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him, 


To 


— 
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To place my ſelf beneath the Flaw, 
By i —— W be? "Tie te 7 
By its o Wei is too 
For Subjects, to — wilful Power 
Which courts its own Deſtruction. 

Cleo. I would reaſon 
More calmly with you. Did not you FREY 
And force my plain, direQ, and open Love | 
Into theſe crooked Paths of Jealouſic ? | 
Now, what's th' Event? Octavia is remov'd; 
But Cleopatra's baniſh'd. Thou, thou, Villain, 
Haſt pufſh'd my Boat to open Sea; to prove, 
At my fad Coſt, if thou canſt ſteer it back. 

It cannat be; Pm loſt too far; Pm ruin d: 
Hence, thou Impoſtor, Traitor, Monſter, Devil 
I can no more: Thou, and my Griefs, have funk 
2 that I want Voice to curſe thee. 
ppoſe ſome ſhipwrac k'd Seaman near the Sharey 


progpng ana fit, with climbing —— 


Pull him to ſafety, — Kimfel 

To draw the others weight; would he look back 
And curſe him for his Pains? The Caſe is yours; 

But one 5 


never moxe to riſe. 


— 
* — — 
2 „„ „% ñ — n 292 


To Jealouſie, Love's laſt retreat and covert: 


Where it lyes hid in Shades, watchful in Silence: 
And liftning for the Sound that calls it back. 


— 2 . A ˙ wü 


Ale. Tis from the Port. | | 
The loudneſs ſhows it near: Good News, kind Hear ns, 

Cleo. Ofiris make it ſo. 

Enter Serapion. 

Serap. Where, where's the Queen ? 

Alex. How frightfully the holy Coward ſtares! 
As if not yet recover d of th Aſſault, 
232 3 ares dear 1o. Ah; 
His Offerings were at ſtake. | 

Serap. O horror, horror ! | 
has been; our lateſt Hour is come: 

Queen of Nations from her ancient Seat, 

Is ſunk for ever in the dark Abyſs: 

Time has unrowPd her Glories to the laſt, 

And new clos'd up the Volume. | 

Cleo. Be more plain: £ 
Which From thy berg (though Fate is in thy Face; 


n 
I from Phares ; 
EE nana 


Che. Vanquiſh'd? 


Serap. No. 


Ther Joh not. . 

Serap. Nor — 41 fave; 
With Antony, well appointed Fleet 

Row out; — bis Hand on high, 
And thrice with chearful Cries back: 


at 


And fatter tothe —— 
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Now dipt from every Bank, now ſmoothly run 
r 
But not as Foes. In few, we ſaw their Caps 
On either ſide thrown up; th E Gallies 
(Receiv'd like Friends) paſt through, and fell behind 
The Roman Rear : And now, they all come forward, 
And ride within the Port. 

Cleo. Enough, Serapion : 
Pve heard my Doom. This needed not, you Gods: 
When I loſt Aany, your Work was done; 
"Tis but ſuperfluous Malice. Where's my Lord? 
How bears he this laſt Blow ? 


His Fury cannot be expreſs'd by words: 
War 4 od 4 ; 


Full on his Foes, and aim'd at Caeſar's Galley : 8 
With- held, he raves on you; cries, He's betray'd. | 


1 


ee 
o and 

Cleo. Baſe f. Wretch! wouldlt thou betray hi 
Hence frem my „ will not hear a Traitor; 
Tos thy dee all this Ruin on us; 
Serapion, thou art z counſel] me: 

But haſte, — 


8 1 


— pry and - =; oe Let him clear 3 
| And, ins be —— — 


te: lim expo 
ww O Herw2t I dure not, 
I meet my certain Death, 
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Clas. Slave, thou deſerv'ſt it 


Not that I fear my Lord, will I avoid him; 


I know him noble: When he banift'd me, 
And thought me falſe, he ſcorn'd to take my Life; 
But PI! be juſtify'd. and then die with him. 
Alex. O pity me, und let me follow you. [canſt, 
Cleo. To Death, if thou ſtir hence. Speak, if thou 
Now for thy Life, which baſely thou wouldft fave; 
While mine I prize at this. Come, good Serafion. 
[Exemnt Cleo. Serap. Char. and Iras, 
Alex. O that I leſs cou'd fear to loſe this Being, | 
Which, like a Snow-ball, in my Coward Hand, 
The wore tis graſp'd, the faſter melts away. 
Poor Reaſon! what a wretched Aid art thou! 1 
For till, in ſpight of thee, | a 
Theſe two long Lovers, Soul and Body, dread 
Their final Separation. Let me think: 
What can I fay, to fave my ſelf from Death? 


Ne matter what becomes of Cleepatra. 2 
Au. Which way? where? [WW ithin. 
Fm. This leads to th Monument. [1 ithin. 
Alex. Ah me! I hear him; yet I'm unprepar'd: 


My Gift of Lying's ; | 
And this Court-Devil, which I ſo oft have rais d, 
Forſakes me at my Need. I dare not ſtay; | 


Yet cannot far go hence. Exit. 
| Enter Antony and Ventidius. 
An. O happy Ceſar! Thou haſt Men to lead: 


Think not tis thou haſt conquer'd Antony ; 
But Rome has conquer d Ezypr. I'm betray'd. 
Vent. Curie on this treach'rous- Train ! | 
Their Soil and Heav'n infect em all with Bafeneſs : 
And their young Souls come tainted to the World 
With the firſt Breach they draw. 
Am. Tb original Villain ſure no God created; 
He was a Baſtard of the Sun, by Nile, 
Ap'd into Man; with all his Mother's Mud 
Cruſted about his Soul. 
Vent. The Nation is ; 
One Univerſal Traitor; and their Queen 
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The very Spirit and Extract of em all. 
Ant. A there yet left 
A Poſſibility of Aid from Valour ? 5 
Is there one God unſworn to my Deſtruction? 
The leaſt unmortgag d Hope? for, if there be, 
Methinks I cannot fall beneath the Fate 
Of ſuch a Boy as Ceſar. 
The World's one half is yet in Aztory; 
And, from cach Limb of it that's hew'd away, 
The Soul comes back to me. | 
Vent. There yet remain 
Three bs _— r The laſt Aſſault 
o 21 th be your Deſign, 
a7 muſt wiſh it now, theſe — ſufficient 
To make a Heap about us of dead Foes, 
An honeſt Pile tor Burial. 
Ant. They're | 
We'll not divide our Stars; but Side by Side 
Fight Emulous: And with malicious Eyes 
Survey each other's Acts: So every Death 
Thou giveſt, III take on me, as a juſt Debt, 
And pay thee in a Soul. | 
Vent. Now you ſhall ſee I loye you. Not a Word 
Of chiding more. By my few Hours of Life, 
am fo pleas'd with this brave Roman Fate, 
That I would not be Cæſar, to out-live you. 
When we put off this Fleſh, and mount together, 
1 * _— bo Fn th * Crowd; 
Lo, this is he vy d wi Antony. roops, 
Ant. Who knows but we may pierce through! a their 
And reach my Veterans yet? Tis worth the Tempting, 
'7* oer-leap this Gulph of Fate, 
And leave our wond'ring Deſtinies behind. 
Vent. See, 2 — 
See Cleopatra pt u Face, 
With all her Cunni „al her Arts of Falſhood! 
Ho ſhe looks out through thoſe diſſembling Eyes! 
How he has ſet his Count'nance for Deceit; 
And Promiſes a Lie, before he ſpeaks! , 
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Let me diſpatch him firſt. "Drawing. 
Alex. O, ſpare me, ſpare me. - 0 | 
Ant. Hold; he's not worth your killing. On thy Life, 

(Which thou mayſt keep, becauſe I ſcorn to take it) 

No Syllable to juſtifie thy Queen; 

Save thy baſe Tongue its office. 

Alex. Sir, ſhe's gone, | 

Where ſhe ſhall never be moleſted more 

By Love, or you. 

Ant. Fled to her Dolabella ! 

Die, Traitor, I revoke my Promiſt, die. Going to kill him 
lex. O hold, the is not fled. * _ 

Am. She is: My Eyes | 

Are open to her Falſhood ; my whole Life 

Has been a golden Dream, of Love and Friendſhip. 

But, now I wake, Tm like a Merchant, rows'd 

From ſoft Repoſe, to ſee his Veſſel ſinking, 

And all his Wealth caſt o'er. Ingrateful Woman! 

Who Ee me, but as the _— Summer, 

Hatchi oung Ones in my kindly Beams, 

—— y kindly 


ries to my Morning Wake; 
But, now my Winter comes, ſhe ſpreads her Wings; 
And ſeeks the Spring of Ceſar. 
Alex. Think not ſo: 


Her Fortunes have, in all things, mixt with yours. 
Had ſhe betray'd her Naval Force te Rome, | 
Ho eaſily might ſhe have gone to Cæſar, 
Secure by ſuch a Bribe! 
Vent. She ſent it firſt, 
To be more welcome after. 
Ant. Tis too plain; 
Elſe wou d ſhe have appear d, to clear her ſelf. 
Alex. Too fatally ſhe has;. ſhe could not bear 
To be accus'd by yeu ; but ſhut her ſelf . 
Within her Monument: Look'd down and figh'd; 
While, from her unchang'd Face, the ſilent Tears 
Dropt, as they had not leave, but ſtole their Parting, 
Some undiſtinguiſh'd Words ſhe inly murmur'd; 
At laſt, ſhe rais d her Eyes; and, with ſuch Looks 
As dying Lucrece caſt n 


An 
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... nt. Heart forebode 
Vent. 42228 Go on. 


Alex. Adi ry 
| And, crewe cad fatal Blow, 
Pl 4 it within he? Breaſt: Then turn'd to me; 
| Go, my Lord (faid ſhe) my laſt Farewel; 
And ask him if he yet ſuſpect my Faith. 
More ſhe was ſaying, but Death ruſh'd betwixt. 


She half pronounc'd your Name with her laſt Breath, 
And bury'd half within her. 


Vent. Heav'n be prais'd. 
Ant. Then art thou innocent, poor dear Love? 
And art thou dead? 1 


O thoſe two Words! their Sound ſhould be divided: 
Hadſt thou been falſe, and dy d; or hadſt thou liv d, 
And hadſt been true But Innocence and Death! 
This ſhows not well above. Then what am I, 


The Murderer of this Truth, this Innocence! 


Thoughts cannot form themſelves in words ſo horrid 


As can expreſs my Guilt! [ous: 


Vent. der cometo this? The Gods have been too Fact 
And thus you thank em fort. 

— Why ſtay'ſt thou here? 
Is it for thee to ſpy upon my Soul, 
And ſee 2 Get thee hence: 
Thou art not worthy to behold, what nos 
Becomes a Roman Emperor to perform. 

Alex. He loves her il: Liu 
His Grief betrays it. Good! the Joy to find ; 


She's yet alive, co s the Reconcilement. 
Tve fav'd my ſelf, and her. But, oh! the Romans ! 
Fate comes too faſt upon my Wit, 
Hunts me too hard, D 

Vent. Wou'd ſhe had dy d a little ſooner tho, 
Before Odtauia went; you might have treated: 
Now twill look tame, and wou'd not be receiv'd. 
Come, rouze your ſelf, and let's die warm t 

I will nor fight: There's no more work for War: 

The Bus neſs of my angry Hours is done, 

— Faw. Ceſar is at your Gates, 


Ant, 


— 


Few, 
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An. O, thou miu ak'ſt; 
That wound was none of thine: Give it me back: 
Thou robb'ſt me of my Death. 
Vent. 1 do indeed; | 
But, think tis the firſt time I cer deceiv'd you; 
If that may plead my Pardon. And you, Gods, 

Forgive me, if you will; for I die pcrjur'd, | 

Rather than kill my Friend. [Das. 
Ant. Fare wel. Ever my Leader, ev in Death! 

My Queen and thou have got the Start of me; 

And I'm the Lag of Honour Gone ſo ſoon? 

Is Death no more? He us d him careleſly, 

With a familiar Kindneis: E er he knock d, 

Ran to the Door, and took him in his Arms, 
As who ſhould ſay, Yowre welcome at all Hours, 

A Friend need give no warring. Books had fpoil'd him; 
For all the Learn'd are Cowards by Profeſſion. 
"Tis not worth 
My farther Thought; for Death, for I know, 
Is but to think no more. Here's to be ſatisfy d. 

| T Fall on bis Sword. 
Pye miſt my Heart. O unperforming Hand! 
Thou never could'ſt have err'd in a worſe Time, 

My Fortune jades me to the laſt; and Death, 

Like a great Man, takes State, and makes me wait 
For my Admittance- -- | [Trampling within. 
Some perhaps from Cæſar: 
If he ſhould find me living, and ſuſj | 
That I plaid Booty with my Life! I'll mend 
My Work, cer they can reach me. [Riſes upon his Knees. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, and Iras. 

Cleo. Where is my Lord? where is he 
Char. There he lyes, | 
And dead Ventidius by him. 
Cleo. My Ferrs were Prophets; I am come too late. 
O that accurs'd Alexas ! Ln 10 him. 
Ant. Art thou living? | | 
Or am I dcad before I knew ? and thou 
The firſt kind Ghoſt that meets me? 


Cleo. 
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Cleo. me ſeat him. 
Send qui iy, fend for help. [They place him in a Chair. 
Ant. 1 am anſwer d. 
We live both. Sit thee dawn, my Cleopatra: 
I'll make the moſt I can of Life, to ftay 
A moment more with thee. 
Cleo. How is it with you? 
Ant. 1 8 
a Hurry; up. 
— 1 
And he, for that, returns upon the Spur 
So I come back, for thee. 
Cleo. Too long, ye Heav'ns, 
Now fhow your mended Faith, 
His flecting Life. 
An. It will not be, my Love. 
I keep my Scul by force. 
Say but r thu art not talle. 
Cleo. Tis now too late 
To fay Pm true: Ell prove it, and die with 
Unknown to me, AMlexas groom 
Which, when I knew, I 
This faral Conſequence. My Flee bee 
Both you and me. 
_ And Dolabella=——_— 
Cleo. Scarce eſteem d before he loy'd; but hated now. 
Ant. Enough: My Life's not long enough for more. 
Thou ſayſt thou wilt come after: I believe thee; 
For I can new believe hate er thou ſayſt, 
That we may part more kindly. 
Cleo. I will come: 


Doubt not, my Life, Til come, and quickly too: 
Ceſar ſhall triumph 1 — 

Ant. But grieve l 
M a dif from Times: 
Think we have had a clear and 
And Heav'n did kindly to delay _— 


Juſt til our cloſe of — "Fen Years Love, 
And not a Moment loſt, but all improv'd 


To th' utmoſt Joys: What Ages _ we liv'cP 


£ 
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And now to die each others; and, ſo dying, 

While Hand in Hand we walk in Groves below; 

Whole Trops of Lovers Ghoſts ſhall flock about us, 

n Du | 
Your W are like otes of dying Swans, 

Too ſweet to laſt. Were there fo many Hours 

For your Unkindneſs, and not one for 


Ant. No, not a Minute—-This one K worth 
Than all I leave to Ceſar. [Dies. 
Cleo. O, tell me fo 


And take ten thouſand — 
My Lord, a Lord: Speak if you yer have Being 


: Sigh to me, if you cannot 
One Look: Do ay den ther hows you ve: 

Tras. He's gone 

And this you fee, STE. 
_—_- R 1 

emem Madam, 

4 ANON Tp ene. 

Cleo. And VII obey him 
1 hve ant bats 6 funny nat to none 
W ome his Wife; his Wife, Charmion; 
For tis to that high Title I aſpire, * 
And now Tl not die leſs. Let dull Ofavis 
Survive, to mourn him dead: noble Fate 


Shall knit our Spouſals with a Tie too ſtrong 
For Romany Laws to break. 


When he was dead. Yield me to Caſar's Pride ? 
What, to be led in Triumph through the Streets, 


Til none of that. 


ee CER — 


Tou, Charmion, bring my Crown and richeſt ſewels, 


Tou, Iras, bring the Cure of all our Ills. 
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III follow ev'n to 

Iras. T only fear d 
For you; but more ſhould fear to live without you. 

. Why, now *tisas it ſhould be. 11 
Diſpatch; e er this, the Town's in Caſars 8: 
My Lord looks down concern d, and fears my Stay, 
Left I ſhould be ſurpriz d; 
Keep him not waiting for his Love too long. 
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With em, the Wreath of Victory I made 
(Vain Augury !) for him who now lyes dead; 


Iras. The Aſpicks, Madam? 
Cleo. Muſt I bid you twice? [Exexnt Char. and Tras. 
"Tis ſweet to die, when would force Life on me, 
To ruſh into the dark A of Death, 
And ſeize him firſt; if he be like my Love, 
He is not frightful ſure. e 
We're now alone, in Secreſie and Silence; 
And is not this like Lovers? I may kiſs 
Theſe pale, cold Lips; Octavia does not {ce me; 

And, Oh! *tis better far to have him thus, | 
Than fee him in her Arms O welcome, welcome. 
Enter Charmion and Iras. 

Char. What muſt be done ? 

Cleo. Short Ceremony, Friends; 
But yet it muſt be decent. Firſt, this Laurel 
Shall crown my Hero's Head: He fell not baſely, 


Nor left his Shield behind him. Only thou 


Couldſt Triumph oer thy ſelf; and 
Wert worthy ſo to Triumph. 
Char. To what end 


alone 
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Char. Tis done. 
Cleo. Now ſeat me by my Lord. I claim this place; 
For I muſt con ont bc like him, 
And win my Share oth? World. Hail, you dear Relicks 
Of my immortal Love ! 
O let no impious Hand remove you hence; 
But reſt for ever here: Let Egypt give 
De which it deny d his Life. 
Reach me the 
Iras. Underneath the Fruit the Aſpick lyes. 
Cleo. Welcome, thou kind Deceiver ! . | 
{Rong Putting aſide the Leaves. 
Thou beſt of Thieves; who, wit — 
Doſt open Life, and, unperceiv d | 
Ev'n ſteal us from our ſelves: Diſe ſo 
Death's dreadful Office, better than urging 
Touching our Limbs ſo gently into Slumber, 
That Death ſtands by, deceiv'd by his own Image; 
And thinks himſelf bat Sleep. 
Serap. The Queen, where is ſhe?  [Within. 
The Town is yielded, Caſars at the Gates. 
* Cleo. He comes too late Yinvade the Rights of Death. 
Haſte, bare my Arm, and rouze the Serpent's Fury. 
[ Holds out her Arm, * 
Coward Fleſh— no 8 | 
Wor'dſt thou ire wit ar, 2y me, 
As thou wert — of mine? IIl force thee tot, 
And 3 oy — * | 
But bring m my to Autony. 
0 [Thorns aſide, 1d thes ſhows ber Arm body, 
Take hence; 1 Work is done. 
Serap. Break ope the Door, [Withm. 
And guard the Traitor well. 
G. The next is ours. 

. Iras. Now, 159 N ap cb 
we” and Mi Afpicks, 
12 „Death, Te Veins; 

— « Will to find my Lord, 
I go we ſhall quickly meet. 


2 „ through every Limb, 


And 


As they were giving Laws to half Mankind. 
TH Impreſſion of a Smile left in her Face, 
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And now tis at my Head: My Eye lids fall, : 
And my dear Love is vaniſh'd in a Miſt. 
Where ſhall I find him, where? O turn me to him, 
And lay mie on his B eaſt — Ceſar, thy worſt; 
Now part us, if thou canft. [Di. 
[ Iras ſmks down at er hes ad vs Charmion 
ſtands behind her Chair, as dreſſing her Head. 
Enter Serapion, two Prieſts, Alexas bound, Egyptians. 
2 +riefts. Bchold, Seravion, what havock Death has made! 
Sera Twas what I fear d. 
Charmion, is this well done? 
Char. Yes, tis well done and like 4 Queen, the laſt 
Of her great Race: J follow her. [Sinks down; des. 
Alex *Tis true, 
She has done well: Much better * to die, 
Than live to make a Holy-day in Rome. 
Sera. See; how the Lovers lit in State 


Shows ſhe dy d pleas d with him for whom ſhe liv'd,” 
And went to charm him in eggs _ | 
Caeſar's juſt entring; Grief has . no leiſure, 
Secure that Villain, as our Pledge of 


Safety 
| To grace th Imperial Triumph. Sleep, bleſt Pair, 


Secure from human Chance, long Ages out, 
While all the Storms of Fate fly o'er your Tomb; 
And Fame, to late Poſterity, ſhall tell, 

No Lovers liv'd ſo great, or dy d ſo well. 
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Oets, like 
Have one 


when Reaſons fail, 
Refuge left ; and that's to rad. 
Fop, Coxcemb, e 
And this is all their e of Wit. 


We wonder how the is diff rence grows, 
ern 1 
For, *Faith, the rightly 


*Tis Civil War with their own Fleſh and Blood. 
The thread-bare Author hates the gawdy Coat ; 


ed fwears at the Gile Coach, but fears a-foo: 


For tis obſerv'd of 
He grows a Fop 3 
Prunes up, and asks his Oracle the Glaſs, 


If Pink or Purple beſt become his Face. 
For our poor VWretch, he neither rails nor prays; 
Nor likes your Wit juſt as you like his Plays ; 
He has not yet {o much of Mr. Bays.. 
tad qu ; and, if be cannot 
how 66 WR 
his own Grand Fury call 
Fils bi gn Grand Fury 
Le Ca ous the Maw Anda mo 


Heav'n 
e 

Let not the Young and Beauteous join Dich thoſe; 
For ſhould you raiſe ſuch numerous Hoſts of Foes, 
Toung Wits and Sparks he to his Aid call, 
"Tis more than one Max's Wark to pleaſe you all 


1 


THE 
KIND KEEPER; 
1 


Mr. Limberham. 


| 
| . A 
| C OO MM HD T. 
| : 
As it is Acted at 
His Hicnness the Duke of 
F YORK's THEATER 
| Kir ue gd ns 671 si Car, ua; lr xapmopopioc. 
"Ardoxoyie Aculiesn, | 
| Hic nuptarum inſanit amoribus ; hic meretricum : 
1 Omnes hi metuunt verſus; odere Foeras. Horat. 
1 | — — 


Printed in the Yz ax MDCCXVU, 


—— r 


1 -_ 
3 — —— 


ron — — 


—— 
— 


—— 
— —— — — 


i nm” ˙—— 2E > 
— 


— 


— 


4 
* ' I # 
** *. — 
Inne * 
* ' } 7 ce 
5 5 _ 1 Sd. * 8 P 
2 | | — * 
* — * 
N 1 | £ : * 
S” l as — 4 7 U - 4 . 
N — W . — 
of] [ a 1 N * j - 
D \ 
_ = * 
- 1 9 EI - =) 4 - 4 
— — 
* s = # \ b . * Y 
+ N „* * _ >» 
8 \ - > 


2 


To the Right Honourable 5 | 
FF # @® MW 
Lord VAUGHAN, &c. 


Cannot eafily excuſe the printing of 
2 Play at fo anſcaſunable a time, 
when the great Plot of the Nation, 
mike one of Pbaraob's lean Kine, bas 
SB devour'd its younger Brethren of 
the Stage: But however weak my 
Defence might be for this, | am ſure | ſhould not 


* 
. 
* 


U 


NN 


need any to the World, for my Dedication to 
your Lordſhip ; and if you can Pardon my Pre- 
— in it, that bad ou. ſhould addreſs 
imtelf to ſo great a Judge of Wit, I may hope 
of Callas 


at leaſt to ſcape with the Excuſe 
when he writ to Gcero: | 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Ag, peſſimas amm Poeta ; 
2 
Quamio tn optimus omnium Patronus. 


I have ſeen an Epiſtle of Fleckzo's to a Noble- 
man, who was by ſome extraordinary Chance a 
Scholar; (and you may pleaſe to take notice by 
the way, how natural the connection of Thought 
is betwixt a bad Poet and Fleckno) where he 
gins thus: Quataordecim jam elaꝑſi ſunt anni, &c. 
dis Lais, ic ſeems, not holding out to the end 
of the Sentence; but he endeavour'd to tell his 
Patron, betwixt two Languages which he under- 
ſtood alike, that it was fourteen Years fince he 
had the Happineſs to know him; *tis juſt ſo long, 
and as happy be the Omen of Dulneſs to me, as 
it is to ſome Clergy-men and States-men, ſince 
Jour Lordſhip has known that there is a worſe 

oet remaining in the World, than he of ſcanda- 
lous Memory who left it laſt. I might inlarge 
upon the Subject with my Author, and aſſure you, 
that I have ſerv'd as long for you, as one of the 
Patriarch did for his Old Teſtament Miſtreſs : 
But I leave thoſe Flouriſnes, when occaſion ſhall 
ſerve, for a greater Orator to uſe, and dare only 
tell you, that I never paſy'd any part of my Life 
with greater SatisfaQtion or Improvement to my 
ſelf, than thoſe Years which | have. liv'd in the 
Honour of your Lordſhip's Acquaintance. If I 
may have only the time abated when the publick 
Service calld yon to another part of the World, 
which in imitation of our flocid Speakers, I might 
(it I durſt preſume upon the Exprefſiop) call the 
Parentbefs of my Life, | 


The Epiftle Dedicatory. 

That I have always honour'd you, I ſuppoſe 
I need not tell you 368 for you 
know | ſtaid not to date my ReſpeQs to you 
from that Title which now you have; and to 
which you bring a greater Addition by your Me- 
rit, than you receive from it by the Name; but 
I am proud to let others know how long it is 
that I have been made happy by my knowledge 
of you, becauſe I am ſure it will give me a Re- 
putation with the preſent Age, and with Poſteri- 
ty. And now, my Lord, I know you are afraid, 
leſt I ſhould take this occaſion, which lies ſo fair 
for me, to acquaint the World with ſome of thoſe 
Excellencies which I have admir'd in you; but 
| have reafonably conſider d, that to acquaint the 
World, is a Phraſe of a malicious Meaning : For 
it would imply, that the World were not alrea- 
dy acquainted with them. You are ſo generally 
known to be above the meanneſs of my Praiſes 
that you -have ſpar'd my Evidence, and ſpoil'd 
my . Should I take for my com- 
mon places, your knowledge both of the old and 
the new Philoſophy, ſhould I add to theſe your 
Skill in Mathematicks, and Hiſtory, and yet far- 
ther, your being converſant with all the ancient 
Authors of the Greek and Latin Tongues, as well 
as with the —_ ! ſhonid tel} nothing new 
to Mankind; for when I have once but nam'd 
you, the World will anticipate all my Commen- 
dations, and go faſter before me than I can fol- 
low. Be therefore ſecure, my Lord, that your 
own Fame has freed it felf from the danger of 
a Panegyrique, and only give me leave to tell 
you, that I value the Cand our of your Natur 
and that one Character of Friendlineſs, and if 
may have leave to call it, Kindneſs in you, 2 
8 4 


The Epifle Dedicate. 
fore all thoſe other which make you confiderable 
in the Nation, | 


Some few of our Nobility are learned, and 
therefore | will not conclude an abſolute Contra- 
diction in the Terms of Nobleman and Scholar; 
but as the World goes now, tis very hard to 
| predicate one upon the other; and "tis yet more 
difficult to prove, that a Nobleman can be a 

Friend to Poetry: Were it not for two or three 
1— — in | _— 2322 the 
s of this Age woul o little lncourage- 

ment for 2 and ſo few Underſtand- 
ers. that they might have leiſure to turn Pamphle- 
teers, and augment the number of thoſe abomi- 
nable Scriblers, who in this time of Licence a- 
buſe the Prefs, almoſt every Day, with Nonſenſe, 
and railing againſt the Government. 


It remains, my Lord, that I ſhonld give you 
ſome account of this Comedy, which you have 
never ſeen, becauſe it was written and acted in 
your abſence, at yuur Government of Jamaica. 

Twas intended for an honeſt Satyr againſt our 
crying Sin of Keeping how it would have ſac. 
ceeded, I can but gueſs, for it was permitted to 
be acted only thrice. The Crime for which it 
ſuffer d, was that which is objeced againſt the 
Satyrs of Favexal, and the Epigrams of Catullus, 
that it expreſs d too much of the Vice which it 
decry'd : Your Lordſhip knows what Anſwer 
was return'd by the elder of thoſe Poets, whom 

I laſt mention'd, to his Accuſers. 


Coftuns 7 decet piam Poetam 
Nam. Verficnlos nibil neceſſe eſt: 


The Epifle D , 
Qui denique babent ſalem ac leporens, 


But I dare not make that Apolagy for my ſelf, 
and therefore have taken a W Care, that 
thoſe things which offended on the Stage, might 
de either alter d, or omitted in the Preſs: For 
their Authority is, and ſhall be ever ſacred to me, 
as much abſent as preſent, and in all Alterati- 
ons of their Fortune, who for thoſe Reaſons 
have ſtopp'd its farther Appearance on the Thea- 
tre. And whatſoever hinderance it has been to 
me, in point of Profit, many of my Friends can 
bear me Witneſs, that I have not once murmur- 
ed againſt that Deeree. The ſame Fortune once 
happen'd to Moliere, on the occafion of his Tar- 
zaffe; which notwithſtanding after wards has ſeen 
the Light, in a Country more Bigot than ours, 
and is accounted amongſt the beſt Picces of that 
Poet. I will be bold enough to ſay, that this 
Comedy is of the firſt Rank of thoſe which I 
have written, and that Poſterity will be of 
Opinion. It has nothing of particular Satyr in 
it: For whatſoever may have been pretended by 
ſome Criticks in the Town, | way ſafely and 
ſolemnly affirm, that no one Character has been 
drawn from any ſingle Man; and mat I have 
known ſo many of the ſame Humour, in every 
Folly which is here-expos'd, as may ſerve to 
warrant it from a particular Reflection. It was 
printed in my abſence from the Town, this Sum- 
mer, much againſt my ExpeQation, otherwiſe I 
had over-look'd the Preſs, and been yet more 
careful, that neither my Friends ſhould have had 
the leaſt occaſion of Unkindneſs againſt me, nor 
my Enemies of upbraiding me; but if it live to 
a 


Tour Lordfoig's moſt Obedient, 


Joun DRYDEN, 


PRO- 
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PROLOGUE 


few tnbnd ar Rn hn. den $4 
It er ld up, ſince we were dipt in Show : 
When Senſe in Dogrel Rhimes and Clouds was loft, 
And Dulneſs flauriſh d at the Actors coſt. 

Nor ftopt it here; when Tragedy was done, 

And Comedy is funk to Trick and Pun. 

Now our Machining Lumb er will not fell, 

And you no longer care for Heav'n or Hell; 
oat Stuff will pleaſe you next, the Lord can tell. 
To Wit, reftore the Monarch if they can; 

Our Author dares not be the firſt bold\Man; 

| He, like the prudent Citizen, takes care 
To keep for better Marts his Staple Ware, 
_ His Toys are good enough for Sturbridge Fair. 
Tricks were the Faſhion; if it now be ſpent, 
i diene enowgh at Eaſter to invent; 

No Man will make up a new Suit for Lent: 
If now and then he takes a ſmall Pretence 
To forrage for a little Wit and Senſe, 
Pray Pardon him, he meant you no Offence. 
Next Summer Noſtradamus tells, they ſay, 
That all the Criticks ſhall he ſhipt away, 
Aid not enow be left to damm a Play. 
To every Sail beſide, good Heav'n be kind; 

But drive away that Swarm with ſuch a Wind, 
That nes as Locuſt may be left behind, 


Dramatis Perſonz:. 
nr 


"Aldo, an honeſt, good-natur'd, free hearted od 
Gentleman of the Town. 

Woodall his Son, under a falſe Name; bred a- 
broad, and new return'd from Travel. 

Limberham, a tame, fooliſh Keeper, perſuaded by 


what is laſt ſaid to him, and changing next - 
Word. 


Brainfick, a Husband, who being well anti 
of himfelf, deſpiſes his Wife: Vehement and 
Eloquent, as be * but indeed a Talker af 
Nonſenſe, 

| Gervaſe, Woodall's Man: Formal, nad apt to give 
good Counſel, 

Giles, HoodaiPs caſt Servant. | 


WOMEN. 


Mrs. Saiztly, an Hypoctitical Fanatick, Land- 
- lady of the Eoarding-Hoaſe. YT. 
Mrs Tricky, a Termegant kept Miſtreſs. 
1 2 ſuppos d 4 to Mrs. eh: 
tful an rical; but ſecretly in e 
——— OY N 
Mrs. Brainſicl. 


Judith, a Maid of the Houſe. . 


SCENE, A Boarding-Houſe in Town. 


LIM- 


LIMBERHA u 
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WooDALL. 


have taken for me, while 
r : 


-F *-\ = Tis already order d, Sir: But 
— rree like to ſtay 8 


e 01 the Houſ der e Morning rr 
ald. What, ſhe's gone to the Pariſh Church, it ſeems, 
to her Devotions. 

Gerv. No, Sir; the Servants have inform'd me, that 
EY IO GEE PA 


| 


— — 
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houſe; where they pray for the Government, and pra- 


ctiſe the A ud. 
me into a Tabernacle of 
— a Place for me, 


Gerv. 1 


bels, dis neither fit for n 4 


Patience, Sir, — at act & fe ts 


-houſes in the or © 
2 b 


impoſſible, but a devout — of a Board 
nn 
ad. Ay, to thoſe own Church I grant 
Greas: bas I am tenet thnk | cho 
1 If I were worthy to read you a Lecture in the 
yſtery of Wickedneſs, I would inſtruct you firſt in the 
: of homing 1 Holineſs: But, Heav'n be thank d, you 
— and pregnant Genius to Vice, and need 
not any Man's Inſtruction; and I am too good, I thank 
my Stars, for the vile Employment of a Pimp. . 
Wood. Then thou art e en too good for nie; a worſe 


Mr. Whodall. How often 
do you run! Your Fa- 


have f 3 


and, 


in the dy 


orld, 


Ir 


ſettle 
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Gerv. Yes, Mr. /ivouall, for want of a better, as ſhe 
will tell you. 


Wood. She has a notable Smack with her! I believe 
3 fu ſt 1 the Art of Eich cloſe. ¶ Salating ber. 
You're welcome, Woodall is your 

A | | 


Wood. 1 call my ſelf ſo. 


Saint. You Jock like a ſober diſcreet Gentleman; there 
is Grace in your Countenance. 


S. Some ſprinklings of it, Madam: We muſt not 


Saint. Veril , boaſting is of an evil Principle. 
Wood. —4 — 


Saint. No Swearing, I beſeech you. Of what Church 
are you? 

Word. Why, of Covent-Garden Church, I think. 

Gerv. How lewdly and ignorantly he Arifwers!{ 4/£e.} 
She means, of what Religion are you? 

Wood. O, does ſhe fo? Why, T am of your Re- 
ligion, be it what it will, 33 Pl 
bro gp ot perl any — Independent, 
Hnabapti are of em too good us, unleſs we 
Ar 

Saint. I 9 but verily, you are a 


new Veſſel and I ma I do not 
uſe the Pariſh- Cl 4 * 


Ebod. Faith, Malam——(Cry you mercy; I forgot 
8 


again!) I have been in England but five Days. 
| hy 4 I find a certain Motion within me to this y 
Teige. , O, leaf. Thad Ser he ſee my 
Lodgers. [Aſide ] O, ſeriouſly, ; your 
Trunk and Portmanrua are * the Hall: Your 
22 — 3 Gans net if he 
while you and I confer her. 
Wood. Go, Geruaſe, and do as you arc directed. 
[LE Ger. 
Saint. In the firſt Place, you muſt know, we are a 
Company of our ſehes, and expe&t you ſhould live con- 
3 
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ad. There you have hit me. am the moſt loving 
— ws all of you. 


Wood. [ Aſide.) I think the Devil's in her; ſhe has given 
me the hint again. Well, it ſhall go hard, but I will of- 
fer Violence ſometimes; will that content you? 


* 
- 
* 


Saint. I have a Cup of Cordial Water in my Cloſet, 
Which will help to ſtrengthen Nature, and to carry off a 
Debauch: I do not invite you thither; but the Houſe 
will be ſafe a Bed, and Scandal will be avoided. 

Wood. Scandal; I am above it, at thoſe times. 

Saint. But 32 I 
you muſt be ſecret. And I muſt warn you of another 
thing; there are, beſides my ſelf, two more young Wo- 
men in my Houſe. 
bad. [ Afide.] That, beſides her ſelf, is a cooling Card. 
Pray, how young are they? | 


Saint. About my Age: Some eighteen, or twenty, or 


! Two more young Women be- 
handiome? | 


They are a Coup'e of alluring wanton Minxes. 


X 


n— 
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Hed. Who, I exalted? Good Faith, I am as ſober, a 


Melancholy Soul! 
Sam. Ie this derer Sin of Swearing is root 


in you. Tear it out; oh tear it out; it will deſtroy 
* Ihe * 


precious Soul. 
Weed. 1 find we two ſhall ſcarce 


- firſt on her; as a Muſician always 
Tune. > ps 
Enter Aldo. 


Mood. Air] Aldo, my own natural Father, as I live! 
I I remember the Lines of that hide-bound Face: Does he 
lodge here? if he ſhould know me, I am ruin'd. 

Saint. Curſe on his coming! he has diſturb'd us.. Aſide.] 
Well, young Gentleman, I ſhall take a time to inſtruct 
better. 


„to carry your ſelf ſoberly, and 

1 in my Family ; ind fo I leave you to 
ER to deat. * 
_ Md ore George, à pr Fellow, and a 
8 1 ſhould be, by his N would 
— 2 Whore, I warrant him! You are 


and Wenching, are but flips of Youth : 
a from my Fake. 


Aldo, 


for, not to boaſt, Sir, I am 


N 


at a Set 
or Domeſtick, but I have it firſt 


Acquaintance : There's no News in 
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Wood. Mad Daddy ! 1 
Aldo. Tour Man'od me, you were in cena from 
Travel: What Parts have you laſt viſited ? 
Wood. 1 came from France. 
Aldo. Then, perhaps, you muy hare known in nge 


cious 
7 — oi Pray, what's his Name? 
x | 
Mood. e ſitis- 
fie your ſelf, he's in Health, and — 
Mido. That's ſome Comfort: But, I hear, a very 
Rogae, a lewd young Fellow. 
Wood. The Worſt 1 know of him is, that he loves 
2 Wench ; and that good he has not ſtoln. 


[ns at the Balcony over- head: Mrs. Tricky and 


tak! e 8. re. = 
ls of Meter Bae for 0 


| Hap. Lie dn fon. 
ſhe d Be ag her 

carries It v Pedigree ; 5 
ther's a Semſtreſs in Dog and Bitch-Fard, and was, in her 
Youth, as right as ſhe is. 
bad. Then the's 4 two-pil'd Punk, a Punk of two 
Deſcents. 

Aldo.. nd Socks, the Famous Ordies, „Who taught 

ingham to birds. How ſtand A 
ons to her, thou luſty ? 1. 

_ A molt urging Creature! 


Aldo. Peace! they are beginning. 
A SONG. 
I. 


2 Keepers we Petition, 
— — 
to raiſe Seditim | 
2 ject Nman. 
' ©  Becan{e for his C 
I my Body have ſold, 1 
| 2 
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He thinks I'm a Slave for my Life, 
| He rants, cdominecrs, * 
F He ſwaggers and ſwears, 
| nnn 


| 
| 
i ith the N 
| ae Sibly: Aud, be- 
Bar 288 as they iay; and ſtrain d 
| Lie whine Semach, Ph. | 
| 3 of * 
| upon Suſpicion and 
Baſtard laid at your Door: I am ſure vou w. 
ys 8 am you would 
il George, I ſhould not ſee it ſtarve for the 


Mother's fake : For, if ſhe Punk, good- 
I EY = 


_ Well if ever Son. was Veſt wich « 


— 
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Society: For whoſe fake he came hither, let him tell 


3 


Wood. Cid] Are you gloting already ? then there's 
hopes #faith. 


Trick. 2 Father. 


Name ? your 


Wood. Woodall. 
Aldo. Woodall of Woodall; 1 knew his Father ; we 


» [44] My honeft Father ftumbles into truth, 
wr : "rs juſt coming down to the Garden-houſe 


gooey 
I cannot ſtay to preſent my Son M4. 
2 you ; „ but I hve ban together, that's 
me. — 


— HOI and 
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Thick. No Wars; I-befecch you : pr gg 


2 by is — *. 


Maſter's Favour ; ' corrupting an Eummch, 
was brought into the he ale n to ſer the "Dye's 
Trick. This is ſomewhat ; ; front Shdta;t + s 


Wood. He was ſo much amaz'd, — X 
her, * a Balcone, that he A 3 N 


Thick. That fiyourd little of D — 
a when the him Taceurapenient; 7 
— na +, gd en dull, but be under- 


ſtood the Favour, i and was 4 —— — try if 


the. were. Mortal: He advanc'd 
and took her fair Hands : Was he not too bold, Madam? 


ay 2 


Tie you ve the moſt Natural Hi | 


1 you the Part of his Ad- 
venture: W 


* 
- 
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bluſking..and: heard . half denial: 
He ſcinu ünbn— Eeſtaſſe, and — 


t He both. dere, and pars ale Maar, and. 


Suitable: 
| Noiſe.) Trick. Heavens! I bear Mr. Limbeban's Voice 
from Barnes, | 
Wood. Fl avoid him. * 

Diet That's 1 hel meet you.” Let me 

—— —— 
__— S 74 

ene. 


Dian Then you ſhall for Ralias Merchant of 
— ready. 


1 By: dh 188 
A de, for ef Wet 


"Bi [omni bins hack] Fob! vets of 
Swear, Deart 


Lian bave put my ear into che me 
— my. vient Affection wanſes thee, Pry ; be- 
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Trick. If you will Prefene me, I have bidden him ben 
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Linnb; There is. both Un Way 8 
nk Goud-morrovw, Seigrior;"E Rhe Spidits: | 
well; — —— | 


— ; — bn p 
4 2 VEL : vs. 
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ACT I. SCENE L 
Eurer Woodall ad Gervaſe. 


$ Wood. I liberto, ſweet C „ we have carry'd Mat- 
1 ters ſwimmin 1 danc'd in a Net be- 
| as 667 Fees, almoſt -mated the Keeper, retir'd 

to my Chamber undiſcover d, ſhifted my Habit, and am 


| come out an abſolute Moupſrexry to allure the Ladies, How 

4 fits my Chedrenx : 

(5 Serv. O very finely! with the Locks comb'd down, 

1 — on 4. -polt. Well, you think now 
never fd you; d. when ie ku found 

deal Eren 


perty you have made of þ 4 
your fi- 


an end; you have a better Pimp, 
AT uae ou 


Mond. Prithee what ſhould a Man do with ſuch a Fa- 
cher, but uſe him thus? Beſides, he does Jouney- 


-work 
under 


N. 


as natural to 


ander, Iwill 


it- | 
e- 
rd 
am 
D 
vn, 
ow 
till 
und 
ro- 
Is at 
fi- 
Fa- 
rork 
der 


The Kind Keeper, 
ur 4 OO my Duty to 


for his old 

Gerv. 8 your Marrow 

bones, and ask __ Wife he has. 
e a wholeſome Woman, 


— of Heaven. 
ited. Ther: ns Vertion as i Givens: A Man of 
Seu is net made for Marriage; "tis a Game, which 
none but dull Fellows can play x well and tis 


> 


Alto. Son edel, 12 nk Si 1 
th Fortune; thy Man has told me the 
. 


- Wed. Well, they are now retir d together, like Nral- 


nn, de private Dalliance; but we ſhall find a. 


time to ſeparate their Loves, and firike in betvrixt em, 
Daddy: But 1 herr there's another Lady in the Houſe, 


my Landlady's fair Daughter; how came you to leave her 


—_ 
1 lr 41 
2 warm you, ſhe's pryi 
and malicious. ati 
od. A tang of the Mother; but I love to g 
ſuch a Crab-tree; ſhe may bear good Fruit — 
Year, 
Al. No, no, avoid her: : n_— — 
ovide thee more Worlds to co 
Gerv. [Afde | My old Maſter would fain p for Phi. 


| 1 when he is little better than Sir Pandaris 


eres this Keeper out of Doors, Father, 
and ane * 


. Truſt my r yak will.ſ{mozk him out, as 
— bu I wil Ul make En lens his Honey 
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d Fl not loſe my Time 


ho cares? Go to Dog and Bicch-yard, and 
OV IRA to make Footmens Sh'rts. 


Tricks I defic you, Sanderer, I deße you. 
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. Well, if ATE ; 

. No, 'tis no matter; my Thoughts e 
D ianto d Aoqbd nteg 38 07 be 

Aldo. Come, there's no better than little Landas. 

four | 2 Year's Square ſum, and yon fhab\give' 


Love of you. Yeu fre the Writings: 


drawn, Father ? 
Aldo. Ay; * i is 
it ſhould be! III be at the Charge of the reconciling up 


— Son Honalail is rat: 
_ away, Jeroen to te 
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2 222 — to deſire fo many; if I 
ing after Pluralities, one of em is in danger to 


be 2 Sine cure Sees her.] O, Fortune has de- 
ter mind for me. *Tis juſt here, as it is in the World; 
the Miſtreſs will be ſerv'd before the Wife. 


I ſhould be im — of 2 Rival: For I am apt to 
| tial to. my ſelf, and think 1 deſerve to. be prefer 


_ Trick. Yes, you have ſeen M. s. 
Mia. You mean, I ſuppoſe, 

marry'd Woman, a ſideling 
carry d more byaſs than the other 


with 
with a high 


p * 
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With one Cheek blue, 
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theirs. 
Trick. But 
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to rel; fer 0 
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Wood. | D3 | 1 


— b6-& Quiby 
2 ; for what ſhould make you here? © | 
2 
1 gone ' 1 Tam 0 
Miel. Hk, 1 hear vm! Here's a Cheſt which 1 ber. 
row d of Mrs. Plaaſance; get quickly into it, he - * 
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next Smith; in the mean time, let the Cheſt remain 
where it naw ſtands, and let every one depart the Cham- 


* 


Limb. That no Violence be offer d to the Perſon of 


p 
11 
11 


f. 


i921 
10 | 


Sains.. Stop Thief, ſtop Thief. 
Wood. Thank you, for your own 
too late. 
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Re-enter Woodall, with Trickfy, Mrs. Brainfick, Judith, 
Mrs cus. is os 

ſhall have the Apprabation « of Mrs. Plenſance. 30g 
Trick. No more Apologies; give Judith the Words; ſhe 


N Mer my Skill 


A SONG from the ITALIAN. 


Y a difmal Cypreſs lying, : 
Damon —_ ak and dying, 
Lind is Death that ends my Pain, 
But cryel She I lov'd in vain. 
The Moſſy Fountains 
Murmur my „ 
And hollow Mountains 
My Groans redonble : 
Every N mourus me, 
— Ln, 
She only ſcorns ime, 
Who caus d my Anguiſh. | 
No Love returning me, but all Hope denyirg ; 
By  difmal Cypreſs hing, 
Like a Swan, /o ſung he dying: 
Kind is Death that ends my Pain, 
But cruel She I lov'd in vain. 


Pleaſ. By theſe iſhing Eyes, and thoſe Simagres of 
your we are given to ſtand, Sir, you have a Mi- 

Ark et en Poetry . — 222 
whi em your is to 5 the e- 
ther out of Pain. oy 

Trick. No doubt twas meant to Mrs. Brainſick. 
Mrs. Bram. We Wives are deſpicable Creatures: we 
know it, Madam, when a Miſtreſs is in preſence. 

Pleaſ. Why this Ceremony betwixt you? Tis a likely 
a and looks as he cou'd People a new Ile 


OO tt. Mrs 


. 
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Mrs. Brain. Twere a work of Charity to convert a fair 
young Schiimatick, like you, if twere but to gain you 
to abetter Opinion of the (Government. | 

Pleaſ It Iam not miſtaken in you two, he has works 
of Charity enough upon his hands already; but tis a wil- 
Ing Soul, III warrant him, eager upon the Quarry, and 
as { as a Governour of Covent-Garden. 

Food. Sure this is not the phraſe of your Family: I 
thought to have found a ſanctify d Siſter ; but I ſuſpect 
now, Madam, that if your Mother kept a Penſion in your 
Father's time, there might be ſome Gentleman-Lodger in 
the Houſe; for I humbly conceive, you are of the half- 
ſtrain at leaſt. 

Pleaſ. For all the rudeneſs of your , I am re- 
f>lv d to know upon what Voyage you are bound: you 

Privateer of Love, you Argier's Man, that Cruiſe up and 
down for prize in the Streights Mouth; which of the Veſ- 
ſels-wou'd you ſnap now ? | 

Trick. We are both under {afe Convoy, Madam: a Bo- 
ver, and a Husband. | : 

Fleaſ. Nay, for your part, you are notably ed, I 


confeis; but Keepers have their Rooks, as well as Game- 


ſters: But they only venture under em, till they pick up 
a Sum, and then puſh for themſelves, | 
Whod. ( Aſide.) A Plague of her ſuſpicions; they'll ruin 


me on that hide. 


Fleaſ. So; let but little Minx go proud, and the Dogs 
in — have her in thr rind immediately: all 
purſue the Scent. | 

Trick. Not to a Boarding houſe, I hope! 

Pleaſ. If they were wile, they wou'd rather go to a 
Brothel-houſe; for there moſt Miſtreſſes have left behi 
'em their Maiden-heads, of bleſſed memory: and thoſe 
which wou'd not go off in that Market, are carry'd about 
by Bawds, and fold at Doors, like ſtale Fleſh in Baskets. 
Then, fur your honeſty, or juſtneſs, as you call it, to 
your Keepers, your kept Miſtreſs is originally a Punk; 
and let the Cat be chang'd into a Lady never fo formally, 
ſhe Hill rezains her natural property of Mouſing, 


Mrs, 


1 
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Mrs. Brain. Lou are very ſharp upon the Miſtreſſes; but 
1 1 ou'll ſpare the Wives. | 

P af. Yes, as much as your Husbands do, after the firſt 
Month of _— but you requite their negligence in 
Houſhold-duties, by making them Husbands of the firſt 
Head, ere the Year be over. 

Wood. | Aſide | She has me there too! 

Pleaſ. And, as for you young Gallant, 

Wood. Hold, I beſeech you, a Truce for me. 

Pleaſ. In troth I pity you, for you have undertaken 2 
moſt difficult Task, to cozen two Women, who are no 
Babies in their Art; if you bring it about, you perform 
as much as he that cheated the very Lottery. 

Nod. Ladies, I am forry this ſhou'd happen to you 
for my fake: ſhe's in a raging Fit, you ſee; 'tis beſt with- 
drawing, till the Spirit of Prophecy has left her. | 

Trick. III take ſhelter in my Chamber, — whither, I 
hope, he'll have the grace to follow me. [ Aſide. 

Mrs. Brain. And, now I think on't, I have ſome Let- 
ters to diſpatch. [Ex. Trick. and Mrs. Brain. ſeverally, 

Pleaſ. Now, good John among the Maids, how mean 
you to beſtow your time? Away, to your Study I adviſe 
you, inyoke your Muſes, and make Maarigals upon ablence.' 

ad. I wou'd go to China or Fapan, to be rid of that 
impetuous Clack of yours: Farewel, thou Legion of 
Tongues in one Woman. 

Pleaſ. Will you not ſtay, Sir? it may be I have a little 
buſineſs with you. EE 

Mod. Yes, the ſecond part of the fame Tune! Strike 
by your (cif, ſweet Larum; you're true Bell-mettal, I war- 
rant you. Exit. 

Pleaſ. This Spightfulneſs of mine will be my Ruin: To 
rail them off, was well enough; but to talk him away 
too! O Tongue, Tongue! thou wert given for a Curie 


to all our Sex 
| | Enter Judith. - 
Jud. Madam, your Mother wou'd ſpeak with you. 
Pleaſ. I will not come: I'm mad I think; I come im- 
mediately. Well, II go in, and vent my Paſſion, by 
xailing at them, and him too. [XTxit. 


O2 Jud. 
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Jud. You may enter in fafety, Sir, the Enemy's 


march dd off. | 
3 Re-enter Woodall. 

Wood. A but the love I bear thy Miſtreſs, cou d 
keep me in the houſe with ſuch a Fury. When will the 
bright Nymph appear? | 

Fad. Immediately: I hear her coming. | 

Wood. That I cou'd find her coming, Mrs. Judith! 

Enter Mrs. Brainſick. 

You have made me languiſh in Expectation, Madam. Was it 
nothing, do you think, to be ſo near a Happineſs, with 
violent Deſires, and to be delay'd? 

Mrs. Brain. Is it nothing, do you think, for a Woman 
of Honour, to overcome the tyes of Virtue and Reputa- 
tion; to do that for you, which I thought I ſhou'd neyer 
have ventur'd for the ſake of any Man; | 

Mood. But my comfort is, that Love has overcome. 
Your Honour is, in other words, but your good Repute; 
and tis my part to take care of that: for the Fountain of a 
Woman's Honour is in the Lover, as that of the Subject 

is in the King. OY | 

Mrs. Brain. You had concluded well, if you had been 
my Husband you know where our Subjection lies. 

Hood. But cannot I be yours, without a Prieſt? Th 
were cunning People, doubtleſs, who began that Trade; 
to have a double Hank upon us, for two Worlds: that no 
Pleaſure here, or hereafter ſhou'd be had, without a Bribe 
to them. ns | 

Mrs. Brain. Well, Pm reſolv'd, I'll read, againſt the next 
time I ſee you; for the truth is, I am not very well pre- 
you with Arguments for Marriage; mean while, oo 
wel. 

cod. I ſtand corrected; you have reaſon indeed to ga, 
if I can uſe my time no better: Well withdraw, if you 
pleaſe, and diipute the reſt within. 

Irs. Brain. Perhaps, I meant not ſo. 

Wood. J underſtand your meaning at your Eyes, You'll 
watch, Judith? | | 

Nirs. Brain. Nay, if that were all, I expe& not my 
Husband till to Merrow: The T:uth is, he's ſo odly hu- 

EE © 
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mour d, that, if I were ill-inclin'd, it wou'd half juſtifie 
a Woman: He's ſuch a kind of Man. 

Hood. Or, if he be not, we'll make him ſuch a kind of 
Man. | 

Mrs. Brain. So Fantaſtical, ſo Muſical, his Talk all Rap- 
ture, and half Nonſenſe: Like a Clock out of order, ſet 
him a going, and he ſtrikes eternally. Beſides, he thinks 
me ſuch a Fool, that I cou'd half reſolve to revenge my 
ſelf, in juſtification of my Wit. 

Wood. Come, come, no half Reſolutions among Lo- 
vers; I'll hear no more of him, till I have reveng'd you 
fully. Go out, and watch, Fudith., [Exit * 
Mrs. Brain. Yet, I cau'd ſay, in my Defence, that my 
Friends married me to him againſt my Will. 

Ii bod. Then let us put your Friends too, into the Quar- 
rel: it ſhall go hard, but I'll give you a Revenge for them. 

Enter Judith again, haſtily. | 
How now ? what's the matter ? ; 

Mrs. Brain. Can'ſt thou not ſpeak? haſt thou ſeen a 

Ghoſt? - | 


As I live, ſhe figns Horns! that muſt be for my Hus- 


band: He's return'd. | 
| [ Judith looks ghaſtly, and ſigns Horns. 

Jud. I wou'd have told you fo, if I cou'd have ſpoken 
for fear. | | 

Mrs. Brain. Hark, a knecking! what ſhall we do? 

| | ; [Knocring.] 
There's no dallying in this caſe: here you muſt not be 
found, that's certain; but Fudith hath a Chamber within 
mine; haſte quickly thither ; Tl! ſecure the reſt. 

Fad. Follow me, Sir. Ex. Woodall, Judith. 

© Knocking again. She opens: Enter Brainſick. 

Brain. What's the matter, Gentlewoman? am Iexcluded 
from my own Fortreſs; and by the way of Barricado? 
Am I to dance Attendance at the Door, as if I were ſome 
baſe FHlebeian Groom? Ill have you know, that when m 
Foot aſſaults, the Lightning and the Thunder are not to 
terrible as the Strokes: Brazen Gates ſhall tremble, and 
Bolts of Adamant diſmount from off their Hinges, to ad- 
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Mrs. Brain. Who wou' d have that 'nown Dear 
wou'd have come ſo ſoon? I was cen ling down on 
my Bed, and dream Tum à me, and buſs, 
poor Dear, piddee 

Brain. I nauſeate theſe fooliſh Feats of Love. 

Mrs. Brain. Nay, but why ſhou'd he be ſo fretful now ? 


and knows I doat on him; 3 


without him, and then come home in an angry humour 
indeed I'll ky. 

Brain. Prethee leave thy fulſom Fondneſs; I have ſur- 
feited on Conjugal Embraces. 

Mrs. Brain. I thought fo; ſome light Huſwife has be- 


witch'd him from me: I was a little Fool, fo I was, to 


leave a Dear behind at Barnet, when I knew the Women 


wou'd run mad for him. 
Bram. I have a luſcious Afr forming, like a Pallas, in 


my Brain-pan: and now thou com'ſt a-croſs my Fancy, 
to diſturb tne rich Ideas, with the yellow Jaundies of th 
ealouſie. Noiſe within. 


Hark, what Noiſe is that within, about 's Bed? 
Mrs. Bram. I believe, Dear, | the's ns RO 
Wou'd the Fool wou'd go. 


Brain. Hark, again! 
Mrs. Brain. [ Aſide. ] I have a diſmal a 


in 
my Head, chat he's giving my Maid a caft of his Office, 
in my ſtead. O, r [ Woodall ſaee zes. 


— Fil enter, and find the reaſon of this Tumult. 

Mrs. Brain. | holding g him. | Not for the World: there 
may be a Thief there; and ſhou'd I put *nown Dear in 
danger of his Life? 
What ſhall I do? betwixt the jealouſie of my Love, and 
r I muſt not venture em 
together, hate er comes ont. Why, Judith, I fay! 
Cine frank Damſel. 7 84 
Wood. {| within. ] The Danger's over: I may come out 


{ate 

721 — you mad? ſha not. 
Mrs. Brain. now I'm ruin'd unavoidably. 
| Brain. Whore er thou art, I have pronounc'd thy Doom; 


- dreadful Brainjick bares his brawny Arm in tearing 
terrour; 


N 
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terrour; knecling Queens in vain ſhou'd beg thy Being. — 


Sa, fa, there. 
Mrs. Brain. [Afide.)] Tho” I believe he dares not ven- 


ture in; yet I muſt not put it to the Tryal. Why Judith, 


come out, come out, Huſwite. 
Enter Judith, trembling. 
What Villain have you hid within? | 
O Lord, Madam, what ſhall I ay? . 

s. Brain. How ſhou'd I know what you ſhou'd ſay ? 
Mr. Brainſick has heard a Man's Voice within; if you 
know what he makes there, confeſs the Truth; I am al- 
moſt dead with Fear, and he ſtands ſhaking. 

Brian. Terrour, I! tis Indignation ſhakes me. With 
this Sabre Pllflice him ſmall as Atoms; he ſhall be doom'd 
by the Judge, and damn'd upon the Gibbet. 

Jud. [ kneeling. ] My Maſter's fo outragious, ſweet 
Madam, do you intercede for me, and T1! tell you all in 

ivate. | | [ Whiſpers. ] 
f I fay it is a Thief, he'll call up help; I know not what 
etl ſudden to invent. 

Mrs. Brain. Let me alone. — And is this all? why 


wou'd you not confeſs it before, Fudith? when you 
Know I am ani Miſtreſs [Eaughs.] 


Brais. What has ſhe confeſsd? 
Mrs. Bram. A venial Love-Treſpaſs, Dear: Tis a Sweet- 
heart of hers; one that is to marry her; and ſhe was un- 
willing I ſhou'd know it, ſo ſhe hid him in her Chamber. 


Enter Aldo. 
Alde. What's the matter trow? what, in Martial poſture; 
Fud. Pray, Father Aldo, do you beg my pardon of my 
Maſter : I have committed a Fault; I have hidden a Gen- 


tleman in my Chamber, who is to marry me without 
his Friend's Conſent, and therefore came in private to 
me. 

Aldo. That thou ſhould'ſt think to keep this Secret! 
why, I know it as well as he that made thee. 

Mrs. Brain. [afide.] Heav'n be prais'd, for this Knower 
of all things: Now will he le three or four rapping 
Voluntiers, rather than be thought ignorant in any rhing, 

O 4 Brains 
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Brain. Do you know his Friends, Father Aldo? ? 
Aldo. Know 'em! I think I do. His Mother was an 

Arch-Deacon's Daughter; as honeſt a Woman as ever 

broke Bread: She and I have been Cater-Couſins in our 

7 ; we have tumbled together between a pair of Sheets, 

NN t 
Brain. An honeſt Woman, and yet. you two have tum- 

bled together! thoſe are inconliſtent. 

| Aldo. No matter for that. 

Mrs. Bram. He blunders; I muſt hel 1 I warrant 
tvras before Marriage, that you were =. 

Aldo. Before George, and ſo it was: ſhe had the 
prettieſt black Mole upon her left Ancle, it does me good 
to think or't! His Father was Squire what d 
him, of what d' you call 'em Shire. What think = 
little udith? do I know him now? 

Fad. I ſuppoſe you may be miſtaken: my Servant's 
Father is a Knight of Hamſhire. 

Aldo. I meant of Hamſhire. But that 1 ſhou'd forget 
he was a Knight, when I got him Knighted at the King's 
coming in! Two fat Bucks, I am ure he ſeat me. 

Bram. Ard what's his Name? 

Aldo. Nay, for that, you muſt excuſe me: I 2 not 
diſcloſe little Fudith's Secrets. 

Mrs. Brain. All this while the poor Gentleman is left 
in pain: we muſt let him out in ſecret; for I believe the 
young Fellow is ſo baſhful, he wou'd not willingly be 
ien. | 
Jud. The beſt way will be, for Father Aldo to lend me 
the Key of his Door, which opens into my Chamber; 
and fo I can convey him out, 

Aldo. | Giving her @ Key.] Do fo, Daughter. Not a 
word of my Familiarity with his Mother, to prevent 
Blood - ned betwixt us: but I have her Name down in 
my Almanac, I warrant her. 

Fud. What, kiſs and tell, Father Aldo; kiſs and tell! 

[Exit. 

Ns. Brain, nner 

Exit. 
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Enter Limberham. | 2 
Brain. What, the luſty Lover Limberham ! 
_ _ Enter Woodall at another Door. 
a. Aldo. © here's a Monſieur, new come over, and a Fel- 
low-lodger; I mult endear you two to one another. 
Brain. Sir, tis my extream ambition to be better 


known to you: you come out of the Country I adore. 
And how does the dear Bartiſt? J long for ſome of his 
new Cont ons in the laſt Opera. A profo! I have had 
the moſt happy Invention this Morning, and a Tune 
- trouling in my Head; I riſe immediately in my Night- 
Gown and Slippers, down I put the Notes flap Aae, 
made Words to em like Lightning: and I warrant you 
have em at the Circle in the Evening. 
Wood. All were compleat, Sir, if S. Andre would make 
ſteps to em. 
Brain. Nay, thanks to my Genius, that care's oyer 
you ſhall ſee, — ſhall ſee. — firſt the Air. — 


Tor piggy ? Ha, Meſſier 
cloſe of i is the geg rang 1 be 
heard! 
Brain. I dwell not on your Commendations. What 


fay you, Sir? [To Wood.] Is t not admirable? Do you en- 
ter into't? 


Mood. Moſt delicate Cadence 

Brain. Gad, I think ſo, without vanity. Banff and 
have but one Soul. But the cloſe, the cloſe! ¶ Sings it 
thrice over.] I have Words too upon the Air; but 1 am 
naturally ſo baſhful! 

Wood. Will you oblige me, Sir ? 

Brain. You might command me, Sir; for I ling too 
en Cavalier: but 

Lim. But you wou d be entreated, and fay, Nolo, ole, 


nolo, three times, like any Biſnop, when your Mouth wa- 
ters at the Dioceſe. 


Bram. T have no Voice; but, fince this Gentleman 
commands me, let the Words commend themſelves. 


[ Sngs. 
Aſy Phyllis is Charming⁊q 
: 3 : Lim 
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Lim. But why, of all Names, wou'd you chuſe a Phil- 
lis ! There have ſo many Phillis's in Songs, I thought 
there had not been another left, for Love or Money. 

Brain. If a Man ſhou'd liſten to a Fop! [ Sings.] 

Ado. Before George, I am on tother fide: I think, as 
good no Song, as no Phillis. 
| Brain. Yet again! — My Phillis —— [Sings.] 
Lim. Pray, — ond og _ GO 

Brain. ¶ Looking ſcornfully at him,] My Phillis—{ Sings. 

Lim. You did as ned Gall dey your Sucenba. * 

Brain. Morbleau! will you not give me leave? I am 
full of Phillis. ¶ Sings.] My Phillis. — 2 

Lim. Nay, I confeſs, Phillis is a very pretty Name. 

Brain. Diable! Now I will not ſing to ſpight you. By 
the World, you are not worthy of it. Well, I have a 
Gentleman's Fortune, I have Courage, and make no in- 
conſiderable Figure in the Werld: yet I wou'd quit my 
Pretenſions to all theſe, rather than not be Author of this 
Sonnet, which your Rudeneſs has irrevocably loſt. 

Lim. Some fooliſh French quelque choſe, I warrant you. 

Brain. Quelque choſe ! O Ignorance, in ſupreme Perfe- 

ction! he means a kek ſhoſe. | 

Lim. Why, a kek ſhoves let it be then! And a kek ſpooes 
for your Song. 
Brain. I give to the Devil _ well, were I 
to be born again, I wou'd as ſoon be Elephant, as a 
Wit; he's leſs a Monſter in this Age of Malice. I cou'd 
burn my. Sonnet, out of rage. 

Lim. You may uſe your pleaſure with your own. 

Hood. His Friends wou'd not ſuffer him: Virgil was not 
permitted to buin his ZEneids. 

Brain. Dear Sir, Pl] not die ingrateful for your Appro- 
bation: ¶ A/ de to Woodall } You ſee this Fellow? he's an 
Aſs already; he has a handſom Miſtreſs, and you ſhall 
make an Ox of him, e're long. 

Hood. Say no more, it be done. | 

Lim. Ha k you, Mr. Woodall; this fool Brainſick grows 
inſur portable; he's a publick Nuance but I ſcorn to ſet 
| 1 my 
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my Wit againſt him: He has a pretty Wife: I ſay no 
=. be bur af you do not graff him 

Wood. A Word to the Wiſe: I ſhall conſider him, for 
your ſake. | 

Limb. Pray do, Sir: Conſider him much. 

Mood. Much is the Word — This Fewd makes well 
for me. * 2 | 

Brain. to Wood. Ill give you the Opportunity, and rid 
you of 3 — little Linberb un you, 
ard I, and Father Aldo, will take a turn together in che 


Square. 

Aldo. We'll follow you immediately. 

Limb. Yes, we'll come after you, Bully Brainſick; But 
I hepe you will not draw upon us there. 

Bram. If you fear that, Bilbo ſhall be left behind. 

Limb. Nay, nay, leave but your Maari;al behind : 
Draw not upon us, and tis no matter for your 
Sword. | [Exit Brain. 

Enter Trickſy, and Mrs. Brainſick, with a Note for each. 

Mood. 222 Both together! either of em apart, had 
been my Buſineſs: But I ſhall ne'er play well at this 
th:ce-hand Game. 

„ how have you been paſſing of your 
ime? 

Trick. 1 have been looking over the laſt Preſent of 
Orange Gloves you made me; and methinks I do not 
like the Scent — O Lord, Mr. Woodall, did you bring 
thoſe you wear from Paris? 

Mood. Mine are Roman, Madam. 

Trick. The Scent I love, of all the World. Fray let 
me ſee em. - 

Mrs. Brain. Nay, not both, good Mrs. Trickſy; for 1 
laye that Scent as well as you. 

Wood. ¶ Pulling em off, and giving each one.] 1 ſhall find 
two Dozen more of Womens Gloyes among my Tri- 
fles, if you pleaſe to accept em Ladies. 

Trick. Look tot; we ſhall expect em Nowy to 
put in my Billet dux | 

Mrs. Brain, So, now I have the Opportunity to thruſt 


in my Note, q 
Trick 


—— — — 
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Trick. Here, Sir, take your Glove again; the Perfume's 
too ſtrong for me. I | 
Mrs. Brain. Pray take the other to't; though I ſhould 
have kept it for a Pawn. | 
D Ms. Brainſick's Note falls out, Limb. takes it up. 
Limb. What have we here? For Mr. Woodall. 
Both Women. Hold, hold, Mr. Limberham.[They 7. it. 
Ado. Before George, Son Limberham, you ſhall read it. 
Food. By your Favour, Sir, but he myſt not. 
Trick. He'll know my Hand, and I am ruin'd! 
Mrs. Brgin. Oh, my Misfortune! Mr. Woodall, will you 
ſufter your Secrets to be diſcover'd? | 
Mond. It to one of em, that's certain 
Mr. Limberham, I muſt deſire you to reſtore this Letter; 
tis from my Miſtreſs. ' 
Pick. The Devil's in him; will he confeſs? 
© Wood. This Paper was ſent me from her this Morn- 
ing; and I was ſo fond of it, that I left it in my Glove: 
If one of the Ladies had found it there, I ſhould have been 
laughed at moſt unmercifully. | 
Mrs. Brain. That's well come off! | 
Limb. My Heart was at my Mouth, for fear it had 
been Pug's . [4fide.] There tis again——Hold, hold; 
pray let me ſec t once more: A Miſtreſs, ſaid you? 
Aldo. Yes, a Miſtreſs, Sir. Pl] be his Voucher; he has 
a Miſtreſs, and a fair one too. | 
Limb. Do you know it, Father Aldo. 
Aldo. Know it! I know the Match is as good as made 
already : Old Woodall and 1, are all one. You, Son, were 
{ent {or over on purpoſe; the Articles for her jointure 
are all concluded, and a Friend of mine drew em. 
Limb. Nay, if Father Ade knows it, I am fatisfy'd. 
Aldo. Eut how came you by this Letter, Son Woodall ? 
let me examine you. q AH 
Ii bad. Came by it! (Pox, he has zon-plusd me!) How 
do you ſay I came by it, Father Aldo? Os 
Aldo. Why, there's it, now. This Morning I met 
your Miftres s Father, Mr. you know W bi. 
H ood. Mr. who, Sir? YY 


Aldo 
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Ade. Nay, you ſhall excuſe me for that ; but we are 
intimate: His Name with ſome Vowel or Con- 
ſonant, no matter which; well, her Father gave me this 
very Numerical Letter, ſuperſcrib'd, For Mr. Woodall. 
_ ö — and ſo it is. 
2 quoth he, to your Son 
aa, vo nn bo Ht F nn 
whiſper'd me her Name. 


Wood. Let me ſee; Pl! read it once again. 


Limb. What, are you not acquainted with the Cons 
tents of it? 


Hood. O, your true Lover will read you over a Letter, 
from his Miſtreſs, a thouſand times. 
Trick. Ay, two thouſand, if he be in the Humour. 
Wood. Two thouſand ! then it muſt be hers. [Reads to 
himſelf. . Away, to your Chamber immediately, and Pll 
give my ool the ſlip————(The Fool! that may be ei- 
— or the Husband; but — 4 the 
Keeper is the - Humh! without Subſeri it 
mult be Trickſy.) Father A do, prithee rid me of 80 
comb. 
Alo. Come, Son Limberham, we let our Friend Brain- 
fick walk too long alone: Shall we follow him? We muſt 
make haſte; for I expect a whole Beavy of Whores, a 
Chamber-full of Temptation this Afternoon: Tis my Day 
of Audience. 
Limb. Mr. Woodall, we leave you here, you remember? 
[Exemunt Limb. and Aldo. 
Wood. Let me alone. Ladies, your Servant; I have a 
little private Buſineſs with a Friend of mine. 
Mrs. Bram. Meaning me Well, Sir, your Servant. 
Trick. Your Servant, till we meet again. [ Exeumt ſeverally. 


SCENE II. Mr. Woodall's Chamber. 


Enter Mrs. Brainſick alone. 

Mrs. Brain. My- Note has taken, as I wiſh'd: He will 
be here immediately. If I could but reſolve to loſe no 
time, out of Modeſty ; but tis his Part to be Viclent, 
for both our Credits. Never ſo little force and ruffl ing, 


and 
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and a poor weak Woman is excus'd. [Noiſe.] Hark, 1 
bear him coming Ah me! the Steps beat dou- 
ble: He comes not alone: If it ſnould be my Husband 
with him! where ſhall I hide my ſelf? I ſee no other 
Far but under his Bed: I muſt lye as filently, as my 
_—_— Heay'n ſend me ſafe again to my 
[ Creeps under the Bed. 
„en 
Mood. Well, Fortune at the laſt is favourable, and now 
you are my Priſoner. 
Dick. After a quarter of an Hour I ſuppoſe, I ſhall 
have my upon Terms. But let us 
Pute a little ff, _ 
Wood. Let it be upon the Bed then. Pleaſe you to fit? 
Trick. No matter where: I am never the nearer to 


Wood. Na, no Conditions: The Fortreſs is redue'd to 
ny and you muſt yicld upon Diſcretion, or I 


11 Never to love any other Woman. 

Wood. I kiſs the Book upon't. [Kiſſes her. Mrr. Brain. 
pinches him from underneath the Bed.] Oh, are you at your 
Love-tricks already? If you pinch me thus, I ſhall bite 


your Lip. 

Trick. 13 : But are apt, I 

take any Occaſion of ga ebe . me. 
Next, ſhall not ſo much 2 Brainſick. 

We oa roy wad ogra nan 

Trick. Nay, but ſwear then. 

Hood. I do promiſe, I do fwear, I do any thing. 
Mrs. Brain. runs 4 Pin into him] Oh, the Devil! what 
do you mean to run Pins into me? this is pertect Cat- 
ter-wauling. 

Trick. You fancy all this; I would not hurt you for 
the World. Come, you ſhall ſee how well I love you 
[Kiſſes him: Mrs. Brain. pricks her.] Oh! I think you 
have Needles growing in your Bed.  [Buhbriſe up. 
Wood, II fee what's the matter in t. 
: — Wo WY: 9 Law, 
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Saint. [Within.] Mr. Woodall, where are you, verily ? 
Wood. Pox verily her; tis my Landlady: Here, hide 
your ſelf behind the Curtains, while I run to the Door 


to ſtop her Entry. 
Trick. Neceſſity has no Law; I muſt be patient. 
[She gets into the Bed, and draws the over hey, 


Euter Saintly. 

Saint. In ſadneſs, Gentleman, I can hold no longer: 
I will not keep your wicked Counſel, how you were 
lock d up in the Cheſt; for it lyes heavy upen my Con- 
ſcience, and out it muſt, and fhall. 

Wood, You may tell, but who'll believe you? where's 
your Witneſs ? 

Saint. Verily, Heay'n is my Witneſs. 

Mood. That's your Witneſs too, that you would have 
allur d me to Lewdneſs, have ſeduc'd a 
Man, as I am; you wou'd have inticd Youth: Mark | 
that, BelJam. 3 
Saint. I care not; = ſingle Evidence is enough to 
Mr. Limberham; he will believe me, that thou burn'ſt 
in unlawful Luſt to his beloved: So thou ſhalt be an Out- 
caſt trom my Family. 

' Vid. Then will I go to the Elders of thy Church, 
and lay thee open before them, that thou did'ſt Feloni- 
ouſly unlock that Cheſt, with wicked Intentions of pur- 
loining: So thou ſhalt be Excommunicated from the 
Congregation, thou Fezebel, and deliver'd over to Satan. 

Sant. Verily, our Teacher will not Excommunicate 
me, for taking the Spoils of the Ungodly, to Cloath 
him; for it is a judg'd Caie amongſt us, that a marry'd 
Woman may ſteal from her Husband, to relieve a Bra- 
ther. But yet thou may ſt attone this difference betwixt 
us; verily, thou mayeſt. | 

Wood. Now thou art tempting me again. Well, if I 
had not the Gift of Continency, what might become of 
me? | 

Saint. The means have been offered thee, and thou 
haſt kicked with the eel: I will go immediately to the 
Tabernacic of Mr. Limberham, and diſcover thee, O thou 
Serpent, in thy cruoked Paths, © [Going | 

» Sohn, &- $4 + 1 
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Wood. Hold, Landlady, not fo faſt; let me have 
time to _—_—_— I may mollifie, for Fleſh is frail. 
An hour or two hence we will confer together upon 
the Premiſes. 

Saint. Oh, on the ſudden, I feel my ſelf exceeding 
Sick! Oh! oh! | 
od. Get you quickly to your Cloſet, and fall to your 
Mirabilis; this is no place for ſick People. Be gone, be 


— Verily, I can go no farther. 

Mood. But you ſhall, verily: I will thruſt you down, 
gut of pure Pity. 

Saint. Oh, my Eyes grow dim! my Heart q and 
my Back aketh! here I will lay me down, and reſt me. 

[Throws her ſelf ſuddenly down upon the Bed; Trickſy 
ſhriels, and riſes: Mrs. Brainfick riſes from under 
the Bed in a Fright. 5 

Wood. So! here's a fine Buſineſs! my whole Seraglio up 
in Arms! | C | | 

Saint. So, ſo; if Providence had not ſent me hither, 
what Folly had been this Day committed! , 

Trick. Oh the old Woman in the Oven! we both o- 
ver-heard your pious Documents: Did we not, Mrs. 
Brainſick? | | 
Mrs. Brain. Yes, we did over-hear her, and we will 

both teſtifie againſt her. | 
Mod. | have nothing to fay for her. Nay, I told her 
her own; you can both bear me Witneſs. If a ſober 
Man cannot be quiet in his own Chamber for her | 

Trick. For, you knew, Sir, when Mrs. Brainſick and I 
over-heard her coming, _— before acquainted 
with her wicked Purpoſe, we both agreed to Trap her 
in it. 

Mrs. Brain. And now ſhe would ſcape her ſelf, accu- 
fing us! but let us both conclude to caſt an Infal. y upon 
her Houſe, and leave it. 

Saint. Sweet Mr. Woodall, intercede for me, or I ſhall 
be ruin d. 55 

Wood. Well, for once, Pl be Good - natur d, and try my 
Intereſt. Pray, Ladies, for my fake, let this Buſineſs 


2 farther. Trick, 


— 


— 2 


* 
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Trick. & Mrs. Brain. You may command us. 

Wood. For, look you, the Offence was properly to my 
Perſon; and Charity has taught me to forgive my Ene- 
mies. I hope, Miſtreſs Samzly, this will be a warning 
to you, to amend your Life: I ſpeak like a Chriſtian, as 
one that tenders the Welfare of your Soul. 

Saint. Verily, I will conſider. 

Food. Why, that's well faid——[ 4{ide.] Gad, and fo 
muſt I too; for my People is diſſatisfy'd, and my Go- 
vernment in danger : But this is no placefor Meditation. 
Ladies, I wait on you. _  [Exennt. 


W SA O LEES, | e 2 8 >= 2 
Enter Aldo and Geoffery. 


Ado. FN Ifpatch, Geoffery, diſpatch: The Out-lying Punks 
D will te 1 ger! am in 2 5 
give Audience. Is the Office well provided? | 
Geoff. The Stores are very low, Sir: Some Doily Pet- 
ticoats, and Manto's we have; and half a dozen Pair of 
lacd Shooes, bought from Court at ſecond Hand. | 
Aldo. Before George, there's not enough to rig out a 
Mournival of Whores : They'll think me grown a meer 
Curmudgeon. Mercy on me, how will this glorious 
Trade be carry'd on, with ſuch a miſerable Stock! 
| Geof. 1 hear a Coach already ſtopping at the Door. 
Ado. Well, ſomewhat in Ornament for the Body, 
ſomewhat in Counſel for the Mind; one thing muſt 


| help out another, in this bad World: Whoring muſt go 


Enter Mrs. Overdon, and her Daughter Pru. + 

Mrs. Over. Ask Bleſſing, Fru: He's the beſt Father 

you ever had. | 

Aldo. Bleſs thee, and make thee a ſubſtantial, thriving 
Whore. Have your Mother in your Eye, Pru; 'tis 

to follow good Example: How old are you, Fru? bold 

up your Head, Child, Pru. 


| 
| 
| 
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_ Pr. Going my Sixteen, Father Aldo. 

Aldo. And you have been initiated but theſe two 
Years: Loſs of Time, loſs of precious Time. Mrs. O- 
verdon, how much have you made of Fru, ſince ſhe has 
been Man's Meat ? | 

Mrs. Over. A very ſmall Matter, by Troth; con- 
fidering the Charges I have been at in her Education : 
Poor Fru was born under an unlucky Planet; I deſpair 
of a Coach for her. Her firſt Maiden-head brought me 
in but little: The weather-beaten old Knight that bought 


*her of me, beat down the Price fo low; I held her at 
an hundred Guineas, and he bid ten; and higher than 


b. A Pox of his unlucky Handſel: He can but fum- 

Pw. Hang him; I cou'd never endure him, Father: 
He's the filthieſt old Goat; and then he comes every Day 
to our Houſe, and eats out his thirty Guineas; and at 
three Months end, he threw me off. 

Mr. Over. And fince then, the poor Child has dwind- 
led, and dwindled away: Her next Maiden-head brought 
me but ten; and from ten ſhe fell ro five; and at laſt to 
a ſingle Guinea: She has no luck to keeping; they all 


leave her, the more my Sorrow. 


Aldo. We muſt get her a Husband then in the City; 
they bite rarely at a ſtale Whore o'this end o'th' Town, 
new furbiſh'd up in a tawedry Manteau. | 

Mrs. Over. No: Pray let her try her Fortune a little 

er in the World firſt: By my Troth, I ſhould be 
i in her French, and her Singing, 


to have her thrown away upon a Husband. 


Aldo. Before George, there can come no good of your 
ing, Mrs. Overdoz: Say your Prayers, Pru, and 
duly to Church o'Sundays, you'll thrive the better all t 


Week. Come, have a good Heart, Child; I'll keep thee 


my ſelf: Thou ſhalt do my little Buſineſs; and I'll find 
thee an able young Fellow to do thine. 
ms He Enter Mrs. Pad. a 
Pad; you are welcome: What, you have 
perform d the laſt Chriſtian Office to your * 
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faw y follow him up the heavy Hill to Jyburn. Have 
you had never a Buſineſs fince his Death? 

Mrs. Pad. No indeed, Father; never fince Execution- 
day: the Night before, we lay together moſt lovingly in 
Newgate: and the next Morning he lift up his Eyes, and 
prepar'd his Soul with a Prayer, while one might tell 
twenty; and then mounted the Cart as merrily, as if he 
had been a going for a Purſe. 

Aldo. You are a forrowful Widow, Daughter Pad; but 
Pl! take care of you: Geoffery, ſee her rigg'd out immedi- 
ately for a new Voyage: Look in Figure 9. in the upper 
Drawer,. and give her out the Flower'd Juſtacorps, with 
the Petticoat belonging tot. . 

Mrs. Fad. Col pon not help to prefer me, Father? 

Aldo. Let me (ce! let me ſee! e George, I have it, 
and it comes as pat too! Go me to the very Judge who 
fate upon him; tis an amorous, . Magiſtrate, 
and keeps admirably : I ſaw him leer upon you from the 
Bench: he'l] tell you what's ſweeter than Strawberries and 
Cream, before you part. 

Enter Mes. Ter magant. 

Mrs. Term. O Father, I think I ſhall go mad. 

Aldo. You are of the violentet Temper, Daughter 

ant! when had you a bufineſs laſt ? 

Mrs. Term, The laſt I had was with young Caſter, that 

Son of a Whore Gameſter: he brought me to Tayerns, to 


Mrs. Term. When he loſes upon the Square, he comes 
home Zoundzmg and Blooding ; "Eſt beats me unmercifully, 
and then ſqueezes me to the laſt Penny: he has us'd me 
ſo, that Gad forgive me, I cou'd almoſt forſwear my 
Trade: the Rogue ſtarves me too: he made me K 

Lent laſt Year till Vkitſemtide, and out- fac d me wi 

Oaths, it was but Eaſter. And what mads me moſt, I 


+ 
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carry a Baſtard of the Rogue's in my Belly: and now he 
ww =— wil cs i... s 

_ Mrs, Over. Lord, how it quops! are half a Year 
gone, Madam [Laying ber Hand on her Belly. 


Mrs. Term. I feel the young Raſcal kicking already, like 


his Father — Oh, there's an Elbow thruſting out: I think 

in my Conſcience he's Palming and Topping in my Bel- 

1 2 for a livelihood before he comes into 
World. 


Aldo. Geoffery, ſet herdown in the Regiſter, that I may 
provide her a Mid-wife, and a Dry and Wet Nurſe: 
when you are up again, as Heav'n ſend you a good hour, 
we'll pay him off at Law i' faith. You have him under 
black and white, I hope. 
Mrs. Term. Yes, I have a Note under his Hand for 


200 l. 


Aldo. A Note under's Hand! that's a Chip in Porridge; 
tis juſt nothing. Look, Geoffrey, to the Figure 12. for 


old Half-ſhirts for Child-bed Linnen. 
Enter Mrs. Hackney. | 
Mrs. Hack. O, Madam Termagant, are you here! Ju- 
ſtice, Father Allo, Juſtice. | 
Aldo. Why, what's the matter, Daughter Hackney ? 
Hack. She has violated the Law of Nations; for yeſter- 
day ſhe inveigled my own natural Cally from me, a mar- 
ry d Lord, and made him falſe to my Bed, Father. 

Term. Come, you are an illiterate Whore: He's m 
Lord now; and though you call him Fool, tis we 
known he's a Critick, Gentlewoman. You never read a 
Play in all your Life; and I gain'd him by my Wit, and 

{fo ll kep him. 

Hack. My comfort is, I have had the beſt of him; he 
can take up no more, till his Father dies: and ſo, much 
2 may do you with my Cully, and my Clap into the 


Allo. Then there's a Father for your Child, my Lord's 


Son and Heir by Mr. Cafter : but. henceforward, to pre- 


ſerve Peace betwixt you, I ordain, that you ſhall 1 * 
e 


more in my Daughter Hackney's Quarters: you ſhall 
the City, from — Temple-Bar, and ſhe ſhall 
; ve 


tank ha 
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have to Covent-Garden downwards: At the Play-houſes, ſhe 
ſhall ply the Boxes, becauſe ſhe has the better Face; and 
you ſhall have the Pit, becauſe you can prattle beſt out of 
a Vizor-Mask. 

Mrs. Pad. Then all Friends, and Confederates: Now 
let's have Father A!a's delight, and ſo Aljourn the Houſe. 

Aldo. Well faid, Daughter: lift up your Voices, and 
ſing like Nightingales, you Tory 12 Courage, 
I fay; as long as the merry Pence hold out, you ſhall 
none of you die in Shoreditch. | 


Mc Woodall. PE 

A hey, Boys, a here he comes t t will ſwinge 
you a7 — you little Jades, and worſhip him; tis 
the Genius of Whoring. | | 

Wood. And down went Chairs and Table, and out went 
every Candle. Ho, brave old Patriarch in the middle of 
the Church Militant! Whores of all ſorts; Forkers and 
Ruin-taild: now come I gingling in with my Bells, and 
fly at the whole Cove | 

Aldo. A hey, a hey, Boys, the Town's thy own ; burn, 
raviſh, and deſtroy. : 

Wood. We'll have a Night on't; like Alexander, when 
he burnt Perſepolis: rue, tue, tue; point de quartier. 

{ He runs in amongſt em, and they ſcuttle about the Room. 

Enter Saintly, Pleaſance, Judith, with Broom-ſticks. 

Saint. What, in the midſt ef Sodom! O thou lewd young 
Man! My Indignation boils over againſt theſe Harlots; 
and thus I ſweep em from out my Family. 

Plea. Down with the Suburbians, down with em. 

Aldo. O ſpare my Daughters, Mrs. Saintly : ſweet Mrs. 
Pleaſance, ſpare my Fleſh and Blood. 

Mood. Keep the Door open, and help to ſecure the Re. 
treat, Father; there's no pitty to be expected. 

[The Whores run out, follow'd by Saintly, Pleaſance, 

n judith. OY | 

Aldo. Welladay, welladay! one of my Daughters is big 
with Baſtard, and ſhe laid at her Gaſcoms moſt unmerci- 
fully! every Stripe ſhe had, I felt it: the firſt fruit of 
Whoredom is irrecoverably loſt ! $ 


Moll. 
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ad. Make haſte, and comfort ber. 
Aldo. Twill, I will: and yet I have a vexatious Buſineſs 


which calls me firſt another way: the Rogue, my Son, 


is certianly come over; ke has been ſeen in Town four days 
: | 


OE rod, Tis impoſſible: PI! not believe it. 
Ade. A Friend of mine met his old Man Giles, this 


very Morning, in queſt of me; and Giles aſſur d him, his 


Mafter is lodg'd in this very Street. 

Wood. In this very Street! how knows he that? 

Alas. os im to the corner of it: and then my 
Son turn'd back, and threaten'd him. But Pl find out 
Giles, and then I'll make fuch an Example of my Repro- 

' [Exit Aldo, 
ad. If Giles be diſcover d, I am undone] Why, Ger- 

vaſe, where are you, Sirrah! Hey, hey! 
that bevaying Raſcal ogue, 

Run quickly to ay1 Giles, a R 5 
who were take Judas his 2 aut of his Hands, and 
under- ſell him: Command him ſtrictly to mew himſelf 
up in his Lodgings, till farther Orders: and in Caſe he be 
refractory, let him know, I have not forgot to kick and 
cudgel. That Memento wou'd do well for you too, 
Sirrah. 


Ger. Thank your Worſhip, you have always been libe- 


ral of your Hands to me. 
Wood. And you have richly deſery'd it. 


old Maſter. 
Wood. Away, old Epictetus, about your Buſineſs, and 
leave your muſty Morals, or I ſnal 
Ger. Nay, I won't forfeit my own Wiſdom ſo far, as 
to ſuffer fer it. Reſt you merry: I' do my beſt, and 
Heav'n mend all. [Exit, 
Enter Saintly. 


Saint. Verily, I have waited till you were alone, and 


am come to rebuke you, out of the Zeal of my Spirit. 
Weed. Tis the Spirit of Perſecution: Diocletian, and 
7 ulian the Apoſta te, were but Types of thee. Get thee 
thou old Ceneva Teſtament; thou art a part of the 
e Ceremonial 


Ger. I will net fay who has better deſerv d it, of my 


8 
8 


BE | 


% 
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Ceremonial Law, and haſt been aboliſh'd theſe twenty 
ears. 
Saint All this is nothing, Sir; I am privy to 
Plots: I'll diſcover em to Mr. Limberham, "nl ws 
Houle too hot for you. ; 
Wood. What, you can talk in the Language of the 
World, I fee! Fa: | 
Saint. I can, I can, Sir; and in Language of the 
Fleſh and Devil too, if you provoke me to 
you muſt, and ſhall be mine, this Night. 
Hood. The very Ghoſt of Queen Dido in the Ballad. 
Saint. Delay no — or 
Hood. Or | you will not ſwear, I hope? 
Saint. Uds Niggers, but I will; and that fo loud, that 
Mr. Limberham ſhall hear me. i 
Wood. Uds Niggers, I confeſs, is a very dreadful Oath: 
you cou'd lye naturally before, as you are a Fanatick: if 
you can ſwear ſuch * too, there's hope of you; 
you may be a Woman of the World in time. Well, you 
thall be ſatisfi d, to the utmoſt Farthing: to Night, and 
in your own Chamber. 
Saint. Or, expect to Morrow | | 
Hood. All ſhall be atton'd ere then. Go, previde the 


Bottle of Clary, the Weſtphalia Ham, and other Fortifica- 


tions of Nature; we ſhall fee what may be done: what 
an oid Woman muſt not be caſt away. ¶ Chucks her. 
Saint. Then, verily, I am 1 

Mod. Nay, no relapſing into Verily; that's in our Bar- 
gain. Look how ſhe weeps for joy! Tis a good old 
Soul, I warrant her. | | 

; Saint. You wi' not fail? 
Wood. Deſt thou think I have ne compaſſion for thy 


Deſpair: 


grey Hairs? Away, away; our Love may be diſcover 
we muſt aveid Scandal; tis thy own Maxim. 
| [Exit Saintly. 
They ate all now at Ombre; and Brainſick s Maid has 
promis d to ſend her Miſtreſs up. ph 
Enter Plealance, 
That Fury here again! | 


Ss 
d 


P.ea/. 
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Pleaſ. LAſide] Fl conquer my proud Spirit, m re- 
ſolv'd Ay and f Lindy to ö — alone, Sir! 
If my Company be not troubleſome; or 2 tender young 
Creature, as I am, may ſafely truſt her ſelf with a Man 
of ſuch Prowels, in Love affairs It wonnot be. 

Hood. So! there's one Broad-fide already: I muſt ſhear 


off. . [fe 
Pleaſ. What, you have been pricking up and down 


here upon a celd ſcent; but, at laſt, you have hit it off, 


it ſeems! -x n the Wife or Miſtreſs ! 
the Wind, and away with it: Heigh Fauler 
I*hink I am bewitch'd. 1 cannot hola® 

Mad. Your Servant, your Servant, Madam: I am in 
a little haſte at preſent. [ Going. 

Pleaſ. Pray reſolve me firſt, for which of em you lis 
in Ambuſh: for, methinks, you have the Meen of a Spi- 
der in her Den: Come, I know the Web is ſpread, and, 
who ever comes, Sir Cranio ſtands ready to dart out, 
hale her in, and ſhed his Venom. 

Wood. [ Afide.) But ſuch a terrible Waſp, as ſhe, will 
ſpoil the Snare, if I durſt tell her fo. 

Pleaſ. Tis unconſcionably done of me, to debar you 
the Freedom and Civilities of the Houſe. Alas, | 
Gentleman! to take a Lodgi * > ts 6 ms. 
to have the benefit of his Bargain! — Miſchief on me, 
what needed I have {a:d that? Hie. 
Mood. 1 Farewe: gen- 
tle, quiet a | 
Ba Pray ſtay a little; I'll not leave you thus. 

Wood. 1 know it; and therefore mean to leave you 
| Pleaſ. O, I find it now; are going to ſet up 

Bills, 1 e — 
diſtreſſed Widows, old Ladies, and ifhing Maids in 
the Green-fickneſs: a Sovereign 7. 
Mid. That laſt, for Maids, . 
few of your Age are qualify d for the Medicine. What the 
Devil wou'd you be at, Madam? 5 
Pleaſ. 1 am in the humour of giving you good Coun- 
ſel. The Wife can afford you but the das 


— — © — 


' — 
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Man, as you think your ſelf, that's nauſeous : 
has fed upon a Fool ſo long, ſhe's Carrion 
too, and Common into the Bargain. Wou'd you beat a 
Ground for Game in the Afternoon, when my Lord 
Mayor's Pack had been before you in the Morning ? 
Wood. I had rather fit fire hours at one of his greaſy 
eaſts, than hear you talk. 
Pleaſ. Your two Miſtreſſes keep both Shop and Ware- 
houſe; and your Gay cannot put off in Groſs, to the 
Keeper and the Husband, they {ell by Retail to the next 
Chance-cuſtomer. Come, are you edity'd ? 
3 I'm how to thank you for your Ho- 
and to make a fober Application of it, you may 
— fp laudable Deſign 932 ſelf in this Advice. 
ſome Inclination to that amia- 


of 
Hood. . for why 
ſhou'd you remove the two Diſhes, but to make me fall 
more ily on the third? 
Pleaſ. Perhaps, indeed, in the way of Honour —— 
Wood. Paw, paw! that Word Honour has almoſt turn'd 


and to a wi 
The Mi 


my Stomach: it carries a villanous interpretation of Ma- 


trimony along with it. But, in a civil way, I cou'd be 
content to deal with you, as the Church does with the 
Heads of your Fanaticks, -offer you a luſty Benefice to 
ſtop your Mouth; if fifty Guineas, and a Courteſie more 
worth, will win you. 

Plea. Out upon thee! fifty Guineas! Doſt thou think 
PI fell my ſelf? and ata Play-houſe price too? When ever 
I go, Igo all together: no cutting from the whole Piece; 
he who has me, ſhall have the tag end with the reſt, I 
warrant him. Be ſatisfi d, thy Sheers ſhall never enter 


into my Cloth. But, _ ſelf, thou impudent 


Belfwagger : T'll be reveng'd; 1 [Exit. 
| Wood. The Maid will give wa that's my Com- 
fort; for ſhe is brib'd on my fide. I haye another kind 
of Love to this Girl, than to either of the other two; 
but a Fanatick's Daughter, and the Nooſe of Matrimony, 
are ſuch intolerable Terms! O, here ſne comes, who will 
ſell me better cheap? 

Vor. IV. P Euter 
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Enter Mrs. Brainſick. 

Mrs. Brain. How now, Sir? what Impudence is this 
of yours, to h my Ledgings? 

Mad. You lately honour'd mine: and tis the part of a 
well-bred Man, to return your Viſit. | 
Mrs. Brain. If I cou'd have imagin'd how baſe a Fel- 
| low you had been, you ſhou'd not then have been trou- 

bled with my Company. 
Wood. How cou'd I bees. that you intended me the 
| Favour, without firſt acquainting me? 

Mrs. Brain. Cou'd I do it, ungrateful as you are, with 
more Obligation to you, or more Hazard to my ſelf, than 
by putting my Note into your Glove? 

Mood. Fas it yours then? I believ d 3 
Trick 

2 Brain. You wiſh'd it ſo; which made you ſo 


eaſily believe it. I heard the pleaſant Dialogue betwixt 


"Hind. I am glad you did: for you cou'd not but ob- 
ſerve, with how much care I avoided all Occafions of 
— 1 ſhe urg d me, like a malicious 


x he me token, you yow'd and ſwore 
Mrs. Brainſfick 


1 


Brain. What, am 1 
— WFETIGSY By 


9 


Maſter of 


* Sir, de gone, and make no noiſe, or you'll ſpoil 
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Life, become ſubſervient; and the noble 
Name of Husband be diſhonour'd? No, though all the 
rc 


Mes. Brain. My dear, I am coming to do my * 
cdl but go up « — (I whiſper'd Yoo for wha) 
immediate] 


Brain. Your Sex is but one Univerſal Ordure, a Nu- 
fance, and Incumbranceof that Majeſtick Creature, Man: 
yet I my ſelf am mortal too, Nature's Neceſſities have 
cal'd me up; produce your Utenſil of Urine. 

Mrs. Brain. Tis not in the way, Child: you may go 
r * * 

Bram Voyage is too though the way were 
pav'd with Ar Diamonds, every ſtep of mine is 
precious, as the March of Monarchs. 

Mrs. Brain. Then my fteps, which are not ſo precious, 
ſhall be imploy'd for you: III call up Fadich. 

Bram. 22 At the preſent, 
your Cloſet thall be honour d. 

Mrs. Brain. O Lord, Dear, tis not worthy to receive 
ſuch a Man as you are. 

Brain. Nature preſſes; I am in haſte. 


Mrs. Brain. He muſt be diſcover d, neun 
undone! 


Brain. Spoil all, quoth a! wan Gas 3s cars fn. the 
name of Wonder? 


Wood. (Taking him 2 Hark you, Mr. Brainſich, is 


my Intrigue, which you ſelf ingag d me 
2 Mrs. 7 K to revenge you. on Linkrhaw? 
Why, I had made an A with her here; bur, 


hearing fome-body come up 1 retrd into the Cloſe, rl 
I was {atisf'd 'twas not the Keeper. 
Brain, * 0 
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Wood. Why, you turn Brains, with talking to me 
of your Wife's Chamber! do you lye in common? the 
Wife and Husband, the Keeper and the Miſtreſs? | 

Mrs. Brain. T am afraid they are quarrelling; pray 
Heay'n I get off. | 

Brain. Once again, I am the Sultan of this Place: Mr, 
| Limberham is the Mogol of the next Manſion. 

Hood. Though I am a Stranger in the Houſe, *tis im- 
poſſible I ſhould be ſo much miſtaken: I fay, this is 
 Limberham's Lodging. | 

Brain. You vou d not venture a Wager of ten Pounds 
that you are not miſtaken? 

Mood. Tis done: I'll ay you. | 

Bram. Who ſhall be Judge ? 
bod. Who better than your Wife? She cannot be 
partial, becauſe ſhe knows not on which fide you have 
Brain. Content. Come hither, Lady mine: whoſe 
Lodgings are theſe? who is Lord, and Grand Seignior 
.of 'em? 

Mrs. Brain. {Afide.) Oh, goes it there? Why ſhou d 
you ask me ſuch a Queſtion, when every Body in the 
Houſe can tell they are n'owa Dears ? 

Brain. Now are you fatisfy'd? Children and Fools, 
you know the Proverb— — 

Mod. Pox on me; nothing but ſuch a poſitive Cox- 
comb as 1 am, wou'd have hid his Mony upon ſuch 
odds; as if you did not know your own Lodgings bet- 
ter than I, at half a Days warning! And that whick 
vexes me more than the Loſs of my Mony, is the Loſs 
of my Adventure! Extt. 

Brain. It ſhall be ſpent: We'll have a Treat with it. 
This is a Fool of the firſt Magnitude. | 
© _ Mrs. Brain. Let n'own Dear alone, to find a Fool out. 

Enter Limberham. 

Limb. Bully Brainſick, Fug has ſent me to you on an 
Embaſſie, to bring you down to Cards again; ſhe's in 
ber, Mulligrubs already; ſhe'll never forgive yon the laſt 
l ſyou won, Tis but Joling a little to her, out of 

Com- 
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4 — as they ſay, to a fair Lady: And vrhat 
Cer ſhe wins, I'll make up te you again in private. 

Brain. | wou'd not be that Slave you are, to enjoy the 
Treaſures of the Eaſt: The Poſſeſſion of Peru, and of © 
Potozs, ſnou'd not buy me to the Bargain. 

Limb. Will you leave your Perboles, and come then? 

Brain. No; for I have won a Wager, to be ſpent - 
luxuriouſly at Longs; with Plea ſance of the _ and 
Termagant Trickſy; and I will paſs, in Perſon, to the Pre- 
paration: Come, Matrimony. | 

[Exetnt Brainfick, Ms. Brain, 
Enter Saintly and Pleaſance. 
. Pleaſ. To him; Il ſecond you: now for miſchief? 

Saint. Ariſe, Mr. Limberham, ariſe; for Conſpiracies 
are hatch againſt you, and a new Faux is preparing to 
blow up your Happineſs. - 

Limb. What's the matter, Lindlady ? Prithee ſpeak 
good honeſt Engliſh, and leave thy Canting. 
| Saint. Verily, thy Beloved is led aſtray, by the | 
Man Woodall, that Veſſel of Uncleanneſs: I beheld ter 
communing together ; ſhe fei her ſelf fick, and re- 
tired to her Tent in the en- houſe; and I watched 
her out- going, and behold he follow'd her. 

Pleaſ. Do you ſtand unmov'd, and hear all this? 

Pimb. Before George, I am Thunder-ftruck! 
Saint. Take to thee thy Reſolution, and avenge thy 
1 
Limb. But give me leave to conſider firſt: A Man muſt 
do nothing raſhly. 

Pleaſ. 1* could tear out the Villain's Eyes, for diſho- 
nouring you, while you ſtand conſidering, as you call 
it. Are you a Man, and ſuffer this? 

Limb. Yes, I am a Man; but a Man's but a Man, you 
| know: I am recollecting my ſelf, how theſe things can 

be 


Saint. How they can be! I have heard em; I have 


ſeen em. 


Limb. Heard em, and ſeen em! It may be ſo; but 
yet I cannot enter into this ſanie Buſineſs; I am amaz d, 
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1 muſt confeſs; but the beſt is, I do nor believe one 


word on't. | | | | 
Saint. Make haſte, and thine own Eyes ſhall teſtific a- 
gainſt her. 

Limb. Nay, if my own Eyes teſtifie, it may be ſo— 
But *tis impoſſible however; for I am making a Settle- 
ment upon her, this very Day. | 

Fleaſ. Lock, and ſatisfie your ſelf, e er you make that 
Settlement on fo falie a Creature. | x 

Limb. But yet, if I ſhou'd look; and not find her 
falſe, then I muſt caſt in another hundred, to make her 
Satisfaction, | 
Pleaſ. Was there ever ſuch a meek, hen-hearted Crea- 
ture! 

Saint. Verily, thou haft not the Spirit of a Cock- 
Chicken. | 

Limb. Before George, but I have the Spirit of a Lion, 

and I will tear her Limb from Limb-———if I cou'd 
believe it. 
45 ch inſenſible _ I but 
in his Place [ID him.] Think, that this very inſtant 
ſhe's yours no more: Now, now ſhe's giving up her 
elf, with ſo much Violence of Love, that if Thunder 
roar'd, ſhe could not hear it. 

Limb. J have been whetting all this while: They ſhall 
be ſo taken in the manner, that Mars and Venus ſhall be 

to em. | 
Pleaſ. Make haſte; go on then. | 
Limb. Yes, I will go on; — and yet my Mind miſ- 
gives me plaguily. . 

Samt 


Pleaſ Have you no Senſe of Honour in you? 

Limb. Well, Honour is Honour, and I muſt gor: But 
I ſhall never get me ſuch another Pug again! O, m 
Heart! my poor tender Heart! tis juſt cn 
Pug's Unkindneſs ! 1 [They drag him out. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. Woodall Trickſy Aſcover'd 
| in the Garden-honſe 


e. 


Enter Gervaſe to them. 

Gerv. Make haſte, and fave your ſelf, Sir; the Ene- 
2 Hand: I have diſcover d him from the Corner, 
where you ſet me Sentry. | 

Wood. Who is't ? | 

Gerv. Who ſhou'd it be, but Limberbam? arm'd with 
a two-Hand Fox. O Lord, O Lord! 

Trick. Enter quickly into the Still-houſe both of you, 
and leave me to him: There's a Spring-lock within, to 

it when we are gone. | 

IWood. Well, I have won the Party and Revenge how- 
ever: A Minute longer, and I had won the Tout. 

* [They go in: She locks the Door. 

Enter Limberham, with a great Sword. 
Limb. Diſloyal Pug. 
Trick. What Humour's this? you're drunk it ſeems: 


King Dan- 
can; methinks a Voice ſays to me, Sleep no more; 
Trickſy has murder d Sleep. 
Wick. Now I find it: You are willing to fave your 
Settlement, and are ſent by ſome of your wiſe Coun- 
ſellors, to pick a Quarrel with me. 

Limb. J have been your Cully above theſe ſeyen Years; 
but, at laſt my Eyes are open'd to your Witchcraft: And 
i Heav'n has taken Care of my Preſervation— 
In ſhort, Madam, I have found you out; and to cut off 
Preambles, produce your Adulterer. 

Trick. If I have any, you know him beſt: You arethe 
only Ruin of my Reputation. But if I have diſhonour'd 

my Family, for the Love of you, methinks you ſhould 
be the laſt Man to upbraid me with it. 

Limb. I am ſure you are of the Family of your abo- 
minable great Grandam Eve; but produce the Man, or, 
by my Father's © 
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Trick. Still I am in the Dark. 
Limb. Yes, you have been in the Dark; I know it: 
But I ſhall bring you to light immediately. 
Trick. Fou are not jealous. | 
Limb. No; I am too certain to be jealous: But you 
have a Man here, that ſhall be nameleſs; let me ſee him. 
Trick. O, if that be your Buſineſs, you had beft ſearch : 
And when you have weary'd your felt, and ſpent your 
idle Humour, you may find me above, in my Chamber, 
and come to ask my Pardon. [ Going. 
Lib. You may Madam; but I ſhall beſeech your 
— to leave the Key of the Still-houſe Door be- 
hi : I have a Mind to ſome of the Sweet-meats 
you have lock'd up there; you underſtand me. Now, 
for the old Dog-trick! you have loſt the Key, I know 
already, but I am prepar'd for that; you ſhall know you. 
have no Fool to deal with. | | 
Trick. No; here's the Key: Take 'it, and fatisfie your 
fooliſh Curioſity. 
Limb. [ 


Aſide. | This Confidence amazes me ! If thoſe 
two Gipiies have abus'd me, and I ſhou'd not find him 
there now, this would make an immortal Quarrel. 
Trick. [ Aſide.] I have put him to a ſtand. a 
Limb. „tis no matter; I will be ſatisfy d: If 
it comes to a Rupture, I know the way to buy my 
Peace. Pug, produce the Key. 
Pick. [Takes him about the Neck] My Dear, I have it 
for you: Come, and kiſs me. Why wou'd you be fo 
unkind to ſuſpe& my Faith now? when I have forſaken 
all the World for you — [Kiſs again.] But I am not in 
the mood of quarrelling to Night; I take this Jealouſie 
the beſt way, as the Effect of your Paſſion. Come up, 
and we'll go to Bed together, and be Friends. [ Kiſs again. 
Limb. | Aſide.) Pug's in a pure Humour to Night, and 
*twould vex a Man to loſe it; but yet I muſt be fatif- 
0. had therefore, upon mature Conſideration, give 
me A | 
Pick. You are refoly'd then? | 
Limb. Yes, I am reſoly'd; for I have ſworn to my 
Elf by Styx; And that's an irrevocable Oath, _ 
| Trick 
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Trick. Now, ſee your Folly : There's the Key. 

Gives it him. 

Linb. Why, that's a r I will prove thee 
Innocent immediately : And will put an End to all 
Controverſies bet w ixt us. 

Trick. Les, it ſhall put an End to all our Quarrels: 
Farewel for the laſt time, Sir. Look well upon my 
Face, that you may remember it; for, from this time 
forward, I have {worn it irrevocably too, that you ſhall: 
never fee it more. - 

Limb. Nay, but hold a little, Pug. What's the mean- 
ing of this new Commotion ? | 

Trick. No more; but ſatisfie your fooliſh Fancy, for 
you are Maſter: And beſides, I am willing to be juſtify d. 

Limb. Then you ſhall be juſtify'd. | 

| Futs the Key in the Door. 

Trick. I know I ſhall: Farewel. 

Lizab. But, are you ſure you ſhall? 

Pick. No, no, he's there: You'll find him up in the 

Chimney, or behind the Door; or, it may be, crouded 
into. ſome little Galley-Pot. | 

Limb. But you will not leave me, if I ſhouw'd look? 

Trick. You are not worth my Anſwer: I am gone. 

Going ont. 

Limb. Hold, hold, divine Pug, and let me recollect a 
| little——= This is no time for Meditation neither: While 
I deliberate, ſhe may be gone. She muſt be Innocent, 
or ſhe could never be ſo confident and careleſs Sweet 
Pug, forgive me. 5 | [ Knee:s. 

Trick. I am provok'd too far. 

Limb. "Tis the Property of a Goddeſs to forgive, Ac- 
cept of this Oblation; with this humble Kits, I here pre- 
ſent it to thy fair Hand: I conclude thee Innocent with- 
out looking, and depend wholly upon thy Mercy. | 

Offers the K.. 

Trick. No, keep it, keep it: The Lodgings are your 
own. 

Limb. If I ſhou'd keep it, I were unworthy of For- 
giveneſs: I will no longer hold this fatal Inſtrument 31 
our Separation, 

a Ps Tris::. 
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Trick. [Taking it.] Riſe, Sir: I will endeavour to over- 
come my Nature, and forgive you; for I am ſo ſerupu- 
louſly nice in Love, that it grates my very Soul to be 
— Yet, take my Counſel, and ſatisfie your 


Enter Woodall and Gervaſe. 

Gerv. O Lord, Sir, are we alive! 

Wood. Alive! why, we were never in any danger: 
Well, ſhe's a rare Manager of a Fool! | 

Gerv. Are you 1 yet to receive good Counſel? 
has Affliction wrought upon you? 

Weod. Yes, I muſt ask thy Advice in a moſt impor- 
rant Buſineſs: I have promis d a Charity to Mrs. Satztly, 
and ſhe expects it with a beating Heart a-bed: Now, I 
have at preſent no running Caſh to throw away, my 
ready Mony is all paid to Mrs. Trickſy, and the Bill is 
drawn upon me for to Night. 

Gerv. Take Advice of your Pillow. | 

Ii vod. No, Sirrah, ſince you have not the Graee to 
offer yours, I will for once make uſe of my Authority, 
and command you to perform the foreſaid Drudgery in 
my Place. 

Gerv. Zookers, I cannot anſwer it to my Conſcience. 

Wood. Nay, and your Conſcience can ſuffer you to 
| ſwear, it ſhall ſuffer you to lie too: I mean in this 
Senſe. Come, no denial, you muſt do it; ſhe's rich, 
and there's a Proviſion for your Life. 

Gerv. I beſeech you, Sir, have pity on my Soul. 

Wood. Have you pity of your Body: There's all the 
Wages you muſt expect. 

Gerv. Well, Sir, you have perſvraded me: I will arm 
my Conſc ence wiah a Reſolution of making her an ho- 
nourable amends by Marriage; for to morrow Morning 
a Parſon ſhall authorize my Labours, and turn Fornica- 
tion into Duty. And moreoyer, I will enjoin my ſelf, 


by 
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by way of Penance, not to touch her for ſeyen Nights, 
, . N 

Hood. Thou wert predeſtinated for a Husband I ſee 
by that natural Inſtindt: As we walk, I will inſtruct 
thee how to behave thy ſelf, with Secreſie and Silence. 

Gerv. I have a Key of the Garden, to let us out the 
Back way into the Street, and ſo privately to our Lodg- 
ing. | 
5 bod. Tis well: T1! plot the reſt of my Affairs a-bed; 
for 'tis reſoly'd that Linberham ſhall not wear Horns a- 
lone: And I am impatient till I add to my Trophy the 
Spoils of Brainſic k. | 


n 
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d.TX7 ELL, you are a lucky Man! Mrs. Brainſick is 
7. W Fool ane to * you * 4 
cent; and that the Adventure of the Garden- houſe laſt 
Night, was only a Viſion of Mrs. Samtly's. 

Wood. I knew, if I couw'd once ſpeak with her, all 
wou'd be ſet right immediately; for, had I been there, 
look you 

Fud. As you were, moſt certainly. | 

Wood. Limberham muſt have found me out; that Fe- 

Fa- ſum of a Keeper wou'd have {melt the Blood of a 
Cuckold-mak.r : They ſay, he was peeping and butting 
about in every cranny. 

Fud. But one. You muſt excuſe my Unbelief, though 
Mrs. Brainſick is better ſatisfy d. She andi her Hn«band, 
you know, went out this Morning to the Ne-v Exchange: 
There ſhe has given him the flip; and preteuding :o call 
at her Taylor's, to try her Scays for a new Gown 

Hoca. I underſtand thee. She ferch'd me 2 ſhort Turn, 
like a Hare before her Mule, and will immediately run 
hither to Coyert ? | 

Jud. 
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Jud. Yes, but becauſe your Chamber will be leaſt ſuſpi · 
cious, ſhe appoints to meet you there; that, if her Hus- 
band ſhould come back, he may think her ſtill abroad, 

and you may have time 

Wood, To take in the Horn-work. It happens as I 
wiſh; for Mrs. Trick/ey, and her Keeper, are gone out 
with Father Aldo, to compleat her Settlement: my 
Landlady is fafe at her Morning Exerciſe, with my Man 
Gervaſe, and her Daughter not ſtirring: the Houle is our 
own, and Iniquity may walk bare-fac d. 

Fud. And, to make all ſure, I am order'd to be from 
Home. When I come back again, I ſhall knock at your 
Door, with Speak Brother, ſpeak; is the Deed done? 


: | | Singing. 
Mood. Long ago, long ago; and then we — 
out together. Oh, I am raviſh'd with the Imagination 
on't! 
Fud. Well, I muſt retire; Good-morrow to you, Sir. 
| | Exit. 
Mood. Now do I humbly conceive, that this Miſtreſs 
in Matrimony, will give me more Pleaſure than the for- 
mer: for your coupled Spaniels, when they are once 
looſe, are afterwards the higheſt Rangers. 5 
Enter Mrs. Brainfick runing. 
Mrs. Brain. Oh dear Mr. Woodall, what fhall I do? 
Wood. Recover Breath, and I'll inſtruct you in the next 
Chamber. 
Mrs. Bram. But my Husband follows me at Heels. 
Mood. Has he ſeen you? | 
Mrs. Brain. I hope not: I thought I had left him ſure 
enough, at the Exchange; but, looking behind me, as 1 
entered into the Houſe, I faw him walking a round rate 
this way. | 
HMocd. Since he has not ſeen you, there's no danger: 
you need but ſtep into my Chamber, and there we'll lock 
our ſclves up, and transform him in a twinkling. 
Mrs. Bram. I had rather have got in o my own; 
Judith is gone out with the Key, I doubt. 
Wood. Yes, by your Appointment. But ſo much the 
better; for when the Cuckold finds no Company, he will 
certainly go a ſantring again. — 5 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bram. Make haſte then. Fe 
Wood. Immediately. Goes to he Door haſtily, 
and breaks his Key.] Vis * the Key turns 
round, and will not open! As I live, we are undone! 
with too much haſte tis broken! 

Mrs. Brain. Then I am loſt; for I cannot enter into 
my own. 

Wood. This next Room is Limberham's. See! the Door's 
open; and he and his Miſtreſs are both abroad. 

Mrs. Brain. There's no Remedy, I muſt venture in: 
for his knewing I am come back ſo ſoon, muſt be cauſe 
of Jealouſie enough, if the Fool ſhou'd find me. | 

bod. [ Lookmg in] See there! Mrs. Trickſy has left her 

Indian Gown upon the Bed; clap it on, and turn your 
Back: he will eaſily miſtake you for her, if he ſhou'd 
look in upon you. 

Mrs. Brain. I'll put on my Vizor-Mask however, for 
more ſecurity. [Noiſe] Hark! I hear him. [ Goes in, 

Enter Brainſick. © 

Brain. What, in a muſty muſing, Monſieur Woodall ! 
Let me enter into the Affair. 

Wood. You may guels it, by the Poſt I have taken up. 

Brain. O, at the Door of the Damſel Tichy)! your Bu- 
ſineſs is known by your abode: as the poſture of a Por- 
ter before a Gate, denotes to what Family- he belongs. 
[ Looks in.] Tis an Aſſignation J ſee: for yonder ſheſtands, 
with her Back toward me, dreſt up for the Duel, with 
all the Ornaments of the Eaſt. Now for the Judges of 
the Field, to divide the Sun and Wind betwixt the Com- 
batants, and a tearing Trumpeter to ſound the Charge. 

Wood. Tis a private Quarrel, to be decided without 
Seconds; and therefore you wou'd do me a favour to 
withdraw. 

Brain. Your Limberham is nearer than 
left him almoſt entring at the Door. 

Wood. Plague of all impertinent Cuckolds! they are 
ever troubleſome to us honeſt Lovers: ſo intruding ! 
4 They are indeed, where their Company is not 


you imagine: I 


Hood, 
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Wood. Sure he has ſome Tutelar Devil to his 
Brows! juſt when ſhe had bobb'd him, and an Er- 
rand home, to come to me ! 

Brain. Tis unconſcionably done of him. But you ſhall 
not adjourn your Love for this; the Brainfick has an Aſ- 
cendant over him: I am your Garamee; he's doom'd a 
Cuckold. in diſdain of Deſtiny, | 

Wood. What mean you ? 

Brain. To ſtand before the Door with my brandiſh'd 

Blade, and defend the Entrance: he dies, upon the Point, if 
he approaches. 

Wood. If 1 durſt truſt it, tis Heroick. 

Brain. "Tis the Offic® of a Friend: PI! do't. 

Wood. [Ade] Shou'd he know nereafter his Wife were 
here, he wou'd think I had enjoy'd her, though I had 
not: tis beſt venturing for ſomething. He takes pains 
enough o'conſcience for his Cuckoldom; and, by my 
Troth, has earn'd it fairly. But, may a Man venture 
upon your Promiſe? | 

Brain. Bars of Braſs, and Doors of Adamant, cou'd not 
more ſecure you. | 

Wood. I know it; but ſtill gentle means are beſt: you 

come to force at laſt. Perhaps you may wheedle 
him away: tis but drawing a Trope or two upon him. 

Brain. He ſtall have it; with all t. Artillery of Elo- 


Ce. ä 

e Ay, ay; your Figure break? Bones. With your 
good leave. | [ Goes in. 

Brain. Thou haſt it, Boy. Tl. e him. Madam; to 
her Woodall: and S. George for ry England. Tan ta ra 
ra ra, ra ra! Dub, à do, dub an ta ra ra ra. 

Enter Li erham. 

Lim. How now, Bully Pr. , e! What, upon the Tan 
ta ra, by your felt? 

Brain. Clangor, Tarats rra, Murmur. | 

Iim. Commend me noneſt Liagua Franca. Why, 


this is enou h to ſtun :. Uhriſtian, wich your Hebrew, and. 
your Greek, and ſuch like Latin. | 
Brain. Out, Ignorance! 

Lim. Then Iguorance by your leave; for I myſt enter. 


Brau. 
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Brain. Why in ſuch haſte? the Fortune of Greece de- 
not on t. 

Lim. But Pug's Fortune does: that's dearer to me than 
Greece, and ſweeter than Ambergri/e. 

Brain. You'll not find her here. Come, you are jea- 
lous: you're haunted with a raging Fiend, that robs you 
of your ſweet Repoſe. 

Lim. Nay, and you are in your Perbole's again Look 
| you, tis Pug is jealous of her Jewels: ſhe has left the 
Key of her Cabinet behind; and has defir'd me to bring 

it back to her. | 

Brain. Poor Fool! he little thinks ſhe's here before 
him! Well, this Pretence will never paſs on me; for E 
dive deeper into, your affairs: you are jealous. But, ra- 
ther than my Soul ſhou'd be concern'd for a Sex fo in- 
fignificant, — Ha! the Gods! If I thought my proper 
Wife were now within, and proſtituting all her Trea- 
fares to the lawleſs Love of an Adulterer, I wou'd ſtand 
as intrepid, as firm, and as unmoy'd, as the Statue of a 
Roman Gladiator. 

Now are you as mad as a March Hare; but I am in haſte, 
to return to Pug: yet, by your favour, I will firſt ſecure 
the Cabinet. 

Brain. No, you muſt not. 

Lim. Muſt not ? what, may not a Man come by you, 
to look upon his own Goods and Chattels, in his own 
Chamber ? | 
Brain. No, with - Sabre 1 ot the Deſtinies, and 
dam up the paſſage with my Perſon; like a rugged Rock, 
oppos d againſt the roaring of the boiſterous Billows. 
Your Jealouſie ſpall have no courſe through me, though 
Potentates and Princes — _ | 
_ Lim. Prithce what have we to do with Potentates and 
Princes? Will you leave your Troping, and let me paſs? 

Bram. You have your utmoſt Anſwer. 

Lin. If this Maggot bite a little deeper, we ſhall have 
ou a Citizen of Beth lem yet ere Dog-days. Well, I fay 
ittle; but III tell Pug on't. | Exit. 


Brain. 


——ů— — 
* — 
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Brain. She knows it already, by your favour }. 


Sound a Retreat, yos luſty Lovers, or the Enemy will 
Charge you in the Flank, with a freſh Reſerve: March 
off, march off upon the Spur, e're he can reach you. 
Enter Woodall. 
Wood. How now, Baron Tell-clock, is the Paſſage clear > 
Brain. Clear as a Leyel, without Hills or Woods, and 
void of Ambulſcade. | 
Wood. But Limberbam will return immediately, when 
he finds not his Miſtreſs where he thought he left her. | 
Brain. Friendſhip, which has done much, will yet do 
more. [Shows @ Xey.] With this Paſſe par tout, I will 
inſtantly conduct her to my own Chamber, that ſhe may l 
out- face the Keeper ſhe has been there; and, when my 
Wife returns, who is my Slave, I will lay my 9 
Commands upon her, to affirm, they have been all this N 
time together. ä 
IWood. 1 ſhall never make you amends for this Kind- ( 
neſs, my dear Padrbn: but wou'd it not be better, if you 
wou'd take the pains to run after Limberham, and ſtop kim | 


in his way Cer he reach the Place where he thinks he f 
left his Miſtreſs; then hold him in Diſcourſe as long as t 
poſſibly you can, till you gueſs your Wife may be re- { 
turn'd, that ſo they may appear together? i 
Brain. I warrant you: laifſez faire a Marc Antoine. Exit, 
Wood. Now, Madam, you may venture out in ſafety. 
Mrs. Brain. Euring] Pray Heav'n I may. [ Noiſe. 3 
Weed. Hark! I hear Fuuith's Voice: it happens well 1 
that ſhe's return d: flip into your Chamber immediately, 8 
and ſend back the Gown. | EY 
Mrs. Braia. I will: but are not you a wicked Man, to 
put me inco all this Danger ? Exit. C 
Hood. Let what can happen, my Comfort is, at leaſt, I 
I have <cnj0y'4: But this is no place for Conſideratiun. * 
Be joggin yood Mr. Noodall, out at this Family, while 
you are wie], and go Plant in ſome other Country, 5 
where your Virtues are not ſo famous, | Going, 


tc 
Enter 1 
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Enter Trickſy, with a Box of Writings. 
Trick. What, wandring up and down, as if you wan- 
ted an Owner? Do yeu know that I am Lady of the 
Manor ; and that all Wefts-and Strays belong to me? 

Mood. I have waited for you above an Hour; but Fryer 
Bacon's Head has been lately ſpeaking to me, that Time is 
paſt. In a Word, your Keeper has been here, and will 
return immediately; we muſt defer our Happineſs till 
tome more favourable time. 

Trick. 1 fear him not; he has this Morning arm'd me 
——_ himſelf, by this Settlement: the next time he 
rebels, he gives mea fair Occaſion of leaving him for ever. 

Wood. But is this Conſcience in you? not to let him 
have his Bargain, when he has paid ſo dear for't? 

Trick. You do not know him: he muſt perpetually be 
us'd ill, or he inſults. Beſides, I have gain d an abſolute 
Dominion over him: he muſt not ſee, when I bid him 
wink. If you argue after this, either you love me not; 
or dare not. 

Wood. Go in, Madam: I was never dar'd before. III 
but Scout a little, and follow you immediately. Trick. 
goes in.] I finda Miſtreſs is only kept for other Men: and 
the Keeper is but her Man, in green Livery, bound to 
ferve a Warrant for the Doe, when &er ſhe pleaſes, or is 
in Seaſon. 

Enter Judith, with the Night-Gown. 

Jud. Still you're a lucky Man! Mr. Bramnſick has been 
exceeding honourable: he ran, as if a Legion of Bayliffs 
had been at his Heels, and overtook Limberham in the 
Street. Here, take the Gown; lay it where you found 
it, and the Danger's over. | | 

Wood. Speak ſoftly : Mrs. Trickſy is return d. [Looks in.] 
Oh, ſhe's gone into her Cloſet, to lay up her Writings: 
I can throw it on the Bed, &er ſhe perceive it has been 
wanting. — | [Throws it in. 

2 Every Woman would not have done this for you, 


which I have done. | 
Judith: there's a time 


Mood. I am ſenſible of it, little 
to come ſhall pay for all, I hear her a returning: not a 
Word; away. 2 [Exis judith. 

Re-entey 
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Re-enter Trickſy. 


Diet. What, is a ſecond Summons needful? my F. ra- 
vows gugunt bony © nt that they ſhou'd ſtick upon 


my Hands. 1 your Bill of fare, be- 
cauſe you know it: or fear to be invited to your Loſs. 
Wood. I was willing to ſecure my Happineſs from In- 
terruption: A true Soldier never falls upon the Plunder, 
while the Enemy is in the Field. N 
Trick. He has been ſo often baffled, that he grows con- 
rempridle. Were he here, ſhou'd he fee you enter into 


my Cloſet; yet 


Hood. Win „. 
his Voice. 


Trick. "Tis ſo: go in, and mark the Event now: be but 
as unconcern'd, as you are ſafe, and truſt him to my 
Management. 

Wood. I muſt venture it: becauſe to be ſeen here, wou'd 


: have the ſame Effect, as to be taken within. Yet I doubt 


are toe confident, He goes in. 
* D WO 
Lim, How now, Pug ? return'd fo ſoon! 
Dick. When I ſaw you came not for me, I was loth 
to be long wit hout you. 
which way came you, that I ſaw you not? 
Trick. The back — by the Garden-door. 
Lim. How long have you been here? 
Trick. Juſt come before you. 
Lim. O, then all's well. For, to tell you true, Pug, I 


had a kind of villnous Apprehenfion that you had been 


here longer: but whate er thou ſay'ſt is an Oracle, fweet 
Pug, and I am ſatisſy d. 

Brain. ¶ Aſule — infinitely ſhe gulls him! and he fo 
ſtupid not to find it! [To her] iIf he be till within, Ma- 


dam, (you kno v my meaning?) here's Bilbo ready to for- 


bid your Keeper Entrance. 
Trick. [ Aſide ] Woodall muſt have told him of our Ap- 


pointment.—— What think you of walking down, Mr. 


Limberham? 
| Lim. Fll but viſit the Chamber a little firſt. 


ti: 
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Trick. What new Maggot's this? you dare not ſure 
1 I proteſt, ſweet I only to ſa- 
Lin. No, Pug, I am not: to 
tisſie my Curiofity ; that's but reaſonable, you know. 
Trick. Come, what fooliſh Curioſity ? 
Lim. You muſt know, Pug, I was going but juſt now, | 
in obedience to your Commands, to enquire of the health 
and ſafety of your Jewels, and my Brother Brainſick moſt 
barbarouſly forbade me Entrance: (nay, I dare accuſe you, 
when Pug's by to back me;) but now I am reſolv'd I 
will go ice em, or ſome-body ſhall ſmoak for't. 
Brain. But I reſolve you ſhall not. If ſhe pleaſes tocom- 
mand my Perſon, I can comply with the Obligation of 


2 , 

. axon dara 
Lim. Ay, what Reaſon had you to forbid me then, Sir? 
Brain. Twas only my Caprichio, Madam. (Now mult 

I ſeem ignorant of what ſhe knows full well.) 

Trick. We'll enquire the Cauſe at better leiſure: Come 
down, 1” agg bam. Lak 
Lim, Nay, if it were is Catrichis, 1 am faticfy'd; 

— . , i g's 

hear him Tan ta ra, tan ta ra, 2 quarter of an Hour to- 

2 for Tan ta ra is but an odd kind of Sound, you 


before a Man's Chamber. 
Enter Pleaſance. 
Pleaſ | Aſide) * has aſſur d me he muſt be there; 


and, Im reſolv d, I'll ſatisfie my Revenge at any rate upon 
my Rivals. 
Trick. Mrs. Pleaſance is come to call us: let us go. 
Pleaſ. Oh dear, Mr. Limberbam, I have had the dread- 


fulſt Dream to Night, and am come to tell it you; L 
dream' d you left your Miſtreſs's Jewels in your Chamber, 
and the Door open. l | 

Lim. In good time be it ſpoken; and fo I did, Mrs. 
Pleaſance. | 
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Dick. This is ridiculous: I'll ſpeak to your Mother, 
Madam, not to ſuffer you to cat ſuch heavy Suppers. 

Lim. Nay, that's very true; for, you may remember, 
ſhe fed very much upon Larks and Pigeons; and they are 
very heavy Meat, as Pug ſays. 

Trick. The Jewels are all fafe; I look d on em. 

Brain. Will you never ſtand corrected, Mrs. Pleaſance ? 

Pleaf. Not by you: correct your Matrimony. And 
methought, of a ſudden, this Thicf was turn'd to Mr. 
Woodall; and that, hearing Mr. Limberham come, he ſlipt 
for fear into the Cloſet. 

Trick. I look d all over it; I'm fure he is not there, 
Come away, Dear. 

Brain. What, I think you are in a Dream too, Brother 
Limberhans. 

Lim. If her Dream ſhou'd come out naw ! tis good to 
be ſure however. 

Trick. You-are ſure: have not I ſaid it? You had beſt 
make Mr. Woodall a Thief, Madam. 

Pleaſ. I make him nothing, Madam: but the Thief in 

my Dream was like Mr. Woodall; later. 
have made Mr. Limberham ſomethi 

Lim. Nay, Mr.Woodall is no Thief, that's certain: but 
if a Thief ſhou'd be turn'd to Mr. Woodall, that may be 
_ fomething. 

Trick. Then I fetch out the Jewels: will that ſatisſe 


i That ſhall ſatisfie him. 

Lim. Yes, that ſhall fatisfie me. 

Pleaſ. Then you are a Predeſtinated Fool, and ſome 
what worſe; that ſhall be nameleſs: do you not ſee how 
groſly ſhe abuſes you? My Life on't, there's ſome-body 
within, and fhe knows it; otherwiſe ſhe wou'd ſuffer 
you to bring out the Jewels. 

Lim. Nay, I am no predeſtinated Fool; 0 
Pug, give way 

Frick. I wi not ſatisfie your Humour. 

Lim. Then I will fatisfie it my ſelf: for my generous 
Blood is up, and I'll force my Entrance. 


7 
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been io well given, I was only afraid of Fg's Jewels. 
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Bram. Here's Bilbo then ſhall bar you: Atoms are not 
ſo ſmall, as I will lice the Slave. Ha! Fate, and Furies! 

Lim. Ay, for all your Fate and Furies, I charge you, 
in his . Name, to keep the Peace: now, diſobey 
Authority, if you dare. 

Trick. Fear lim not, ſweet Mr. Brainſick. 

Pleaſ. to Brain. But, if you ſhou'd hinder him, he 
he may trouble you at Law, Sir, and ſay you robb'd him 
of his Jewels. | 

Lim. That's well thought on. I will accuſe him hai- 
nouſly ; there— ard therefore fear and tremble. 

Brain. My Allegiance Charms me: I acquieſce.———. 
[ Aide] Th? Occafion's plauſible to let him paſs. Now let the 


burnifl!'d Beams upon his Brow blaze broad, for the 
Brand he caſt upon the Brainſick. 


Trick. Dear Mr. Limberham, come back, and hear me, 
Lim. Yes, I will hear thee, Pug. | 
Pleaſ. Go on; my Life for yours, he's there. 
Lim. I am deaf, as an Adder; I will not hear thee, nor 
have no Commiſeration. 
N [Struggles from her, and ruſhes in. 
« Trick. Then I know the worſt, and care not. 
. [Limberham comes running out with the Fewels, follow'd 
by Woodall, with his Sword draws. | 
Lim. O, fave me, Pug, fave me! [ Gets behind her. 
Iod. A Slave, to come and interrupt me at my Devo- 
tions! but 1. 


Lim. Hold, hold, ſince you are fo devout, for Heavan 
fake hold. a 


Brain. Nay, Mounſieur Woodall ! 
Trick. For my fake, -_ him. 
Tim. Yes, for Pug's fake, ſpare me. 

Mood. 1 did his Chamber the honour, when my own 
was not open, to retire thither; and he to diſturb me 
like a profane Raſcal as he was. 

Lim. [Aſide] I believe he had the Devil for his Chap- 
lain, and a Man durſt tell him fo. | 
| Wood. What's that you mutter? | 

Lim. Nay, nothing; but that I thought you had not 


Wood, 
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od. What, does he take me for a Thief? nay then 


Lim. O, mercy, mercy. 

Pleaſ. Hold, Sir; *twas a fooliſh Dream of mine that 
ſet him on. 1 1 who had _ juſt re- 
priev'd for a former R , was vent ring his Neck a 
Minute after in Mr. Limberham's Cloſet. * 

Wood. Are you thereabouts, i faith! A Pox of Atemi- 
dorus ! - 

Trick. I have had a Dream too, concerning Mrs. Brain- 
fuck, and perhaps ——— : 

od. Mrs. Trickſy, a Word in private with you, by 
your Keeper's leave. 

Lin. Yes, Sir, you may ſpeak your Pleaſure to her; 
and, if you have a mind to go to Prayers together, the 
Cloſet is open. 


Wood. to Trick. You but ſuſpect it at moſt, and cannot 


e it: if you value me, yeu vill not in me in a 

— with her Husband. 4 wy 

Trick. Vell, in hope you'll love me, Pl! obey. 

Brain Now, Damn. Trickſy, your Dream, your 
Dream | 

Trick. Twas ſomethiuz of a FHlagelet that a Shepherd 
pla I upon ſo fwee:!y, that three Women followyd him 
for his Muſick, and ſtill one of em ſnatch'd it from the 

ocher. 
Pleaſ. [LAſide.] I underſtand her; but I find ſhe's brib'd 
to Secrely. | 

Lim. That Flagelet was, by Interpretation, but let that 
paſs; and Mr. Woodall there was the Shepherd that play'd 
the Tun ta ra upon't: but a generous Heart, like mine, 
will endure the Infamy no longer; therefore, Pug, I ba- 
niſh thee for ever. pie 

Trick. Then farewel. 

Lim. Is that all you make of me? 


Trick. I hate to be tormented with your jealous Hu- 


mours, _— —  — 

Lim. W1 le, of Ingratitude! 
Nothing vexes me, — the dl me jealous; when I 
found him as cloſe as a Butter-fly in her Cloſer: 
Trick. No matter for that : I knew not he was there. 


kindneſs, when thou know'ſt I cannot live without thee ? 
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Limb. Woud I cou'd believe thee. 

Wood. R n 
Trick. Why ſhou'd you Will? 

Limb. Since you won't perſuade me, I care nor much: 
a and II fetch out 
el [Showing the Ber Look 14 
Wood. [ Box.] Look you, Sir, I'll] ſpare 
your Pains: Four hundred a Year will ſerve to comfort 
a poor caſt Miſtreſs. 

Limb. 1 —_ WW — & yr Dro 


Pater Noſters ! 


Brain. Reſtore it to him for pity, Woodall. 
Trick. I make him my Truſtee; he ſhall not reſtore 
it. 


Limb Here are Jewels that coſt me above two thou- 


ſand Pound, a Queen might wear dem; behold this Ori- 
ent Neck-lace, Fug! tis pity any Neck ſhould touch it 
after thine, that pretty Neck! but, oh, *tis the falſeſt 


Neck that e er was hang d in Pearl. 


Hood. T would become your Bounty to give it her at 


POR io bo foes fr 9s asking. But, oh, 
that word Parting! can I bear it? 72 if we could find in 
her Heart but ſo much Grace, as to acknowledge what a 


Tra . been, I think in my Conſcience I 
colt forgive F 
Trick. —.— my Innocence ſo much, nor this 


Sentleman's; but, ſince you have accus'd us falſly, four 
hundred a Year, betwixt us two, will make us fome 


Part of R 
Dod. I anfver you not, but with my Leg, Madam. 
Pleaſ. [ 4{ide.] This mads me; but I cannot help it. 

Limb. What, wilt thou kill me, Fug, with thy Un- 


It goes to my Heart, that this wicked Fellow 
Wood. How's that, Sir? 


Limb. Under the Roſe, cood Mir. Wiodall But I ſpeak 


it with all Submiſſion, in the Bitterneſs of my ou 
that you, wo 88 diſpoſing of 


—U— — 
. „ ry —— — — 


old Maſter of mine theſe two 


Aldo. Before George, tis fo! I read it in that leering 
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four hundred a Year gratis: Therefore, dear Fug, a word 
in private, with your Permiſſion, good Mr. Woodall 


Trick. Alas, I know by Experience, 1 may ſafely truſt 
my Perſon with you. [Ex. Limb. and Trick. 


Enter . | 
Pleaſ. O, Father Aldo, we have wanted you! Herehas 


been made the rareſt Diſcovery ! 


Brain. With the moſt Comical Cataſtrophe! 
Wood. Happily arriv'd, i'faith, my old Sub-fornicator: 
I have been taken upon Suſpicion here with Mrs. Trickſy. 
Aldo. To be taken, to be ſeen! Before George that's a 
Point next the worſt, Son Woodall. = 
bad. Truth is, I wanted thy Aſſiſtance, old Merhuſa- 
lem : But, my Comfort is, I fell greatly. 
Aldo. Well, young Phaeton, that's — yet, if 
you made a blaze at your 
Euter Giles. Mys. Brainſick and Judith. 
Giles. By your leave, Gentlemen, I have follow'd an 
long Hours, and had a 
2 him up the Street: Here he enter d I'm 
ure. | 
Aldo, W Holiday! our truſty and well- beloved 


Giles, moſt welcome! Now, for ſome News of my un- 


gracious Son. 
Wood. [ Aſide.] Giles here! O Rogue, Rogue! Now, 


would I were ſafe ftow'd, over Head and Ears, in the 


Aldo. Look you now, Son Hiodall, I told you I was 


not miſtaken; my Raſcals in Town, with a Vengeance 


to him. 


\ Giles Why, this is he, Sir; I thought you had known 


Aldo. Known whom ? | 

Giles. Your Son here, my young Maſter. 

Aldo. Do I dote? or art thou drunk, Giles? 

Giles. Nay, I am ſober enough, I'm fure; I have been 
t faſting almoſt theſe two Days. 


Look: What a Tartar have I caught 
*-:... 
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— What, young: Father Af! 
V [4 
Aldo. | Afide.} Now cannot I for ſhame hold up my 
Head, to think what this young Rogue is privy to! 
Ars. Brain. The moſt dumb Interview I ever ſaw! 


Brain. What, have you beheld the Gorgon's Head on 
either ſide ? 


Au. Oh, my Sins! my Sins! and he keeps my Book 
of Gate too He can diſplay em, with a Witneſs! 


I . . Well, - yp" 


Tn foe | an ne Red; wh ans apa 
Quality I have: It any of your Children have a ſtro iger 


Vol. IV. 2 Tang 
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E Father in em, I am content to be diſ- 
own'd, 

Aldo. Well, from this time forward, I pronounce thee 
———No Son of mine. 

Hoad. Then you deſire I ſhou'd proceed, to juſtifie I 
am lawfully begotten? The Evidence is ready, Sir; and, 
if you pleaſe, I ſhall relate before this Honourable Aſſem- 
bly, thoſe excellent Leſſons of Morality you gave me at 
our firſt Acquaintance. As, in the firſt place, 

Aldo. Hold, hold; I charge thee hold, on thy Obedi- 
ence. I forgive thee heartily : I have proof enough thou 
art my Son; but tame thee that can, thou art a mad 


one. 
Pleaſ. Why, this is as it ſhou'd be. | 
Aldo. to him. Not a Word of any Paſſages betwixt us: 
"Tis enough we know each other; hereafter we'll ba- 
niſh all Pomp and Ceremony, and live familiarly toge- 
ther: II be Pilades, and thou mad Oreſtes, and we'll di- 
vide the Eſtate betwixt us, and have freſh Wenches, and 
 Ballum Rankum every Night. | 
Wood. A Match i faith: and let the World paſs. 
Aldo. But hold a little; I had forgot one Point: I hope 
u are not marry'd, nor ingag d? he 
Wood. Te — my Pleaſures, I. 
Aldo. A mingle of Profit wou d do well though. Come, 
here's a Girl; look well upon her; *tis a mettled Toad, 1 
can tell you that: She'll make notable work betwixt two 
Sheets, in a lawful way. 
Wood. What, my old Enemy, Mrs. Pleaſance ! 
Mrs. Bram. Marry Mrs, Saintiy's Daughter! 
Aldo. The truth is, ſhe has paſt for her Daughter, by 
my appointment; but ſhe has as good Blood running it 
her Veins, as the beſt of you: Her Father, Mr. Palms, o 
his Death Bed, left her to my Care and Diſpoſal; be 


ſides, a Fortune of twelve hundred a Year; a pretty Cor La 
venience, by my Faith. | — 
Wood. Beyond my Hopes, if ſhe conſent. the 


Al. I have taken fome Care of her Education, an 
Phacdd her here with Mrs. Sainely, as her Daughter, to a 


void her being blown upon by Fops, and younger Bre 
tell 


— - 
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thers. So now, Son, I hope I have match'd your Con- 
cealment with my Diſcovery ! there's hit for hit, e're I 
croſs the Cudgels. | 
Pleaſ. You will not take 'em up, Sir? 

Wood. I dare not againſt you, Madam: I'm ſure you'll 
worſt me at all Weapons. All I can fay is, I do not now 
begin to love you. 

Aldo. Let me ſpeak for thee: Thou ſhalt be us d, little 
Pleaſance, like a Sovereign Princeſs: Thou ſhalt not touch 
a bit of Butchers Meat in a Twelve- month; and thou 
ſhall be treated — * | | 
Pleaſ. Not with Rankum every Night, I 2 
— Well, thou art a Wag; no — of hes *. 
ſnalt want neither Man's Meat, nor Woman's Meat, as 
far as his Proviſion will hold out. 

Pleaſ. But I fear he's ſo horribly given to go a Houſe- 
warming abroad, that the leaſt Part of the Proviſion will 
come to my Share at home. 

Wood. You'll find me ſo much Imployment in my own 
Family, that Iſhall have little need to look out for Jour- 
ney-work. | 

Aldo. Before George, he ſhall do thee Reaſon, cer thou 

ſt. 
wy No; he ſhall have an Honeurable Truce for one 
- for tis not fair, to put a freſh Enemy up- 
on him. 

Mrs. Brain. to Pleaſ. I beſeech you, Madam, diſcover no- 

ing betwixt him and me. | 

Pleaſ. to hey. I am contented to cancel the old Score; 
but take heed of bringing me an after-reckoning. 

Enter Gervaſe leading Saintly. | 

Gerv. Save you, Gentlemen; and you, my Quondam 
Maſter: You are Welcome all, as I may fay. 

Aldo. How now, Sirrah? what's the matter? 

Gerv. Give good words, while you live, Sir: Your 


| Landlord, and Mr. Saintiy, if you pl 


mod. Oh, I underſtand the ; he's marry'd to 

the Widow. 
Saint. Verily, the good Work is accompliſh'd, 
W Brain. 


-- 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| ſhall be ſetled upon thee, for ſeparate Maintenance. 
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Brain. But, why Mr. Saintly ? 
SS ** tis but 

decency to take Name. A Houſe, pretty Sci- 

tuation, and prettily 1 have been unlawfully 
labouring at hard Duty; but a Parſon has ſoder d up the 
matter: Thank your Worſhip, Mr. Vida How: 

Giles here! 

Wood. This Buſineſs is out, and I am now Aldo: My 
Father has forgiven me, and we are Friends. : 
* When will Giles, with his Honeſty, come to 

TT, i : 

Hood. Nay, do not inſult too much, good Mr. Saintly: 
Thou wert but my Deputy; thou know'ſt the Widow 
intended it to me. 

Gerv. But I am — ſhe perform'd it with me, 
Sir. Well, there is mu Will in theſe preciſe old 
Women; they are the molt zealous Bedfellows : Look 
and ſhe does not bluſh now! you ſee there's Grace in 

Wood. Mr. Limberham, where are you? Come, chear 
up Man: How go matters on your Side of the Country ? 
Cry him, Gervaſe. 

Ges. Mi. an, Uh; bs make your 
Appearance in the Court, e your Recognizance. 

| Euer Limberham and Trickfy. 

Wood. Sir, I ſhould now make a Speech to you in my 
own Defence; but the ſhort of all 1s this: can 
_— what's 

e up the 


If not, I am ready to give you 
Limb. Sir, 1 am a peaceable Man, and a good Chriſti- 


naming no Body, Tl forgive 
to give good Example to all Chriſtian K 
thee to my wedded Wife: And thy four 


: 
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Trick. Why, now I can conſent with Honour. 
Aldo. This is the firſt Buſineſs that was ever made up 
without me. 1 
Wood. Give oy, Mr. Bridegroom. 
Limb. Re: SR Sir, if you pleaſe : 
I deſire none from you. Tis true, I'm Gaticfy's of her 
Virtue, in ſpight Slander; but, to filence Calumny, ; 
ſhall eivilly de you heneeforth; not to make a Chap- 
pel of Eaſe of Pugs Cloter. 
Pleaſ. | Aſide.] Ell take care of falſe Worſhip, I'll war- 
rant him : He ſhall have no more to do with Bell and the , 
Dragon. 
laſting Love i C 
| ſo has Trick pon hy Lie be e a. 
| — I have not valud Modeſty, according to its 
Merit ; hon dats. Memphis fhall not boaſt a Monu- 
; ment more firm, than my Affection. | 
? Wood. A moſt excellent Reformation, and at a moſt 
ſeaſonable Time! The Moral on't is pleaſant, if well con- 
r der d. Now, let's to Dinner: Mr. Saizely, lead the 
way, as becomes you, in your own Houſe. 
[The reft going of. 
y Pleaſ. Your Hand, _— 
n Wood. And Heart too, my com — - ""__ 
0 Miſtreſs and Wife, turns, 1 have po eſs d 
5 He who enjoys em in one, is bleſs d. 


EPI- 


EPILOGUE 
Spoken by LiMBERHAM, 


I. Boon, that e er you all dichand, 
P — 
To keep a Punk is but a common Evil, 

To find her falſe, and marry, that's the Devil. 
We'll, I ne er acted Part in all 

ly Mok ore ard OY 

I find the Trick; theſe Poets take no Pity 
Of one that is a Member of the City. i 
e Cheat you ly, and in our Trades, 

D Cheat us baſe pt pops 


Now I am 9 
But let me keep my . Loo oj. in quiet : 


Jes eee of wr IN Woodall's of the Pi, 

Put in for Shares to mend our Breed in Mit; 

| We krow your Baſtards from our Fleſh and Blood, 

Nor ane in ten of yours e er comes to guad. 

In all the Boys their Father's Virtues ſhine, 

But al! the Female Fry turn Pugs like mine. | 
hen theſe grow up, Lord with what 1 
Our Counters will be throng'd, and Roads with Padders. 
This Town two Bargains has, not worth one F 
A Smithfield Horſe, and Wife of Covent-Garden. | 
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eſpecially in Works of this 

leaſe an unſatia- 
onable to prepoſ- 
ſeſs them in favour of an Author, and 
both the Prologue and Epilogue iri- 


bu greater Number 

which are periſh'd. pr has more than once admir'd 
it in his Book of Poetry, Horace has mention d it: Lucy! 
lus, Fulius Ceſar, and other noble Romans, have written 
on ſame Subject. though their Poems are wholly 
loſt; but Sexeca's is ſtill preſerv'd. In our own Age, Cor- 
neille has attempted it, and, it appears by his Preface, with 
eat Succeſs: But a judicious Reader will eaſily obſerve, 
= much the Copy is inferiour to the Original. He 
tells you himſelf, that he owes a great part of his Suc- 
ceſs to the happy Epiſode of Theſeus and Dirce; which is 
the fame thing, as if we ſhould acknowledge, that we 
were indebted for our good Fortune, to the Underplot of 
Adraftus, Exrydice, and Creon. The truth is, he miſerably 
fail'd in the Character of his Hero: if he deſir d that Oeai- 
bus ſhould be pitied, he ſhou'd have made him a better 
9 Os Man. 


— 


PREFACE. 


Man. He that Sophocles had taken care to ſhew 
him in his Entrance, a Juſt, a Merciful, a Succelſs- 
ful, a Religious Prince, and in ſhort, a Father of his 

Country: fatead of theſe, he has drawn him ſuſpicious, 
defigning, more anxious of keeping the Theban Crown, 
than folicitous for the Safety of his People: Hedtor'd by 
Theſeus, contemn'd by Dirce, and ſcarce maintaining a ſe- 
' cond Part in his own Tragedy. This was an Errour in 
the firſt Concoction; and never to be mended 
in the ſecond or the third : He introduc'd a greater Heroe 
than Oedipus himſelf: for when Theſeus was once there, 
that Companion of Hercules muſt yield to none: The Poet 
was oblig d by mn with — to 2 him 
an Equi uitable to his Dignity, owing 
him 21 to loſe his other King of * in the 

Ys 


Crowd. Seneca on the other fide, as if ou were no ſuch 
thing - Nature to be minded in a _ is — 
ning after pom ion, pointed Sentences, an 
Philoſophical _ — 4 for the Study than 
the Stage: The French. man d a wrong Scent; and 
the Roman was abſolutely at cold ing. All we cou'd 
ther out of Corneille, was, that an Epiſode muſt be, 
t not his Way: And Seneca — us with no new 
re which he makes of his Tire- 
i Ghoſt of Lajus: Which is here perform d 
in ow of the Audience, the Rites and — ſo 
far his, as he agreed with Antiquity, and the Religion of 
the Greeks: But he himſelf was beholden to Homer's Ti- 
reſias in the Odyſſes for ſome of them: And the reſt have 
been collected from Heliodore's Zthiopiques, and Lacan 
. Erictho. Sophocles indeed is admirable every where: And 
therefore we have follow'd him as cloſe as poſſibly we 
could: But the Abenian Theater, (whether more perfect 
than ours, is not now diſputed) had a Perfection differing 
from ours. You ſee there in every Act a ſingle Scene, (or 
two at moſt) which manage the Buſineſs of the Play, 
and after that ſucceeds- the Chorus, which commonly 


takes up more time in Singing, than there has been em 
c 


ploy'd in ſpeaking. The cipal Perſon appears al 
moſt conſtantly through the Ply; but the inferion 


2 
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PREFACE. 
Parts ſeldom above once in the whole Tragedy. The 
Conduct of our Stage is much more difficult, where we 
are obligd never to loſe any conſiderable Character 
which we have once preſented. Cuftom likewiſe has 
obtain d, that we muſt form an Under-plot of ſecund 
Perſons, which muſt be depending on the firſt, and their 
By -walks muſt be lc thoſe in a Labyrinth, which all 
of em lead imo the great Parterre: Or like 12 manu ſe- 
veral lodging Chambers, which have their Out-lets into 
the ſame . Perhaps after all, if we could think 
fs, the ancient Method, a rs the cſi is alſo the moſt 
Natural, and the Beſt. For V „ as *tis 45 
too often ſubject to breed ion: And 
would pleaſe too many ways, for want 7 * 
Conduct, we pleaſe in none. But we have given you 
more already than was neceſſary for a Preface, and for 
ought we know, ma no more by our Inſtructi- 
ons, than that Politick Nation is like to do, who have 
taught their Enemies to fight ſo long, that at laſt they 
are in a Condition to inyade them. 


P ROW 


Wax Athens all the Gracian State did gb, 
And Greece gave Laws to all the Werld beſide, 
Then Sophocles with Socrates did ſie, 
Supreme in Wiſdom one, and one in Wit: 
And Wit fron Wiſdom differ d not in thoſs, 
But as 'twas ſung in Verſe, or ſaid in Proſe. 4 
Then, Oedipus, on Crowded Theatres, 
The pleas'd Syeftator ſhouted every Line, | 
The nobleft, manieft, and the beſt Deſign ! - 
Au every Critick of each learned Age 
By this juft Model has reform'd the Stage. 
Now, ſhould it fail, ( as Heav'n avert our fear!) 
Damm it in Silence, left the World ſhould bear. 
For were it known this Poems did net pleaſe, 
Tow might fot uy for perfelt Salvage: 
Tour Neighbowrs wonld not look on you as Men : 
But think the Nation all turn d Picts agen. 
Faith, as you manage Matters, tis not fit 
Tow ſhould fuſpel your ſelves of too much Wis. 
| Drive not the Jef too far, but ſpare this Piece; 
Als, for this once, be not more wiſe than Greece. 
See, awice ? Do nos pell-mell D fall 
Like true-born Britains, who er think at all: 
Fray be advi d; and thangh at Mons you won, 
Os Nn Cu do nos abways rms. 


With 


If, notwithſtanding all th 


that we can 


Tow needs will haus your pen'worths of the Play : V's 
nd come refolv/d to Dann, | 1 pn F & 
Record i, in Memerial of the Fac, / 
The frft Flay bury'd fnce the ul 48. 
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Mr. Bettertow. 
Mr. Smith. 
Mr. Sanford. 
Mr. Harris. 
Mr. Crosby. 
Alcander Mr. #illiams. 
Phorbas Mr. Gill. 
Dymas 
Egeon 
Ghoſt of Lis. r. kann 
WOMEN. 
Jocaſta Mrs. Betterton. 
Eurydice Mrs. Lee. 
Manto. Mrs. Evans. 


Prieſts, Citizens, Attendants, Ec. 


-— SCENE, THEBES. 


OEDIPUS. 
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The Curtain riſes to a plaintive 8 eſent= 
ing the preſent Condtion of. Thebes ; dead Bo- 
dies appear at @ Diſtance in the Streets ; : ſome 
_y go over the Stage, others drop. 


Euter Alcander, Diocles and Pyracmon. 


ALAN DER. 
f : n Nature ſhakes 


d To leap from off its Hindges. Canes 
| Dioc. No Sun tochear us; but a 

* That rowls above; Abadandbenms Pie, 
His Face o'er-grown with Scurf: The Sun's fick too; 
Shoctly he'll be an Earth. 

32 be — the Seaſons 


Lye all confus , 


OE D1yus. 


Grew more dometick and te faithful Dag 
Dy'd at his Maſter's Feet. 
eee 
For all t w Air brooded, 
Firſt on inferiour Creatures try d their Force; | 
And laſt they ſciz'd on Man. 
* pb And then a thouſand Deaths at once adyanc'd, 
Dart took place; all was ſo ſudden, 
| That ſearce a firſt Man fell; one but 
To wonder, and ftraight fell a Wonder too; 
A third; who ſtoop'd to raiſe his dying Friend, 
— omtrom Heard you Groan? 
Dis. AT of Ghoſts took fight togiaher there 
roop e: 
Now Death's grown Riotous, and will play no more 
For ſingle Stakes, but Families and Tribes: 
How are we ſure we breath not now our laſt, 
And that next Minute, 
Our Bodies caſt into ſome common Pit, 
Shall not be built upon, and overlaid 
By half a People. 
Ale. There's a Chain of Cauſes 
Link d to Effects; invincible Neceſſity | 
That whate'er is, could not but ſo have been; 
Thats my Security. | 
| To them, enter Creon. 


Cre. - Sep dag 1 0 


With dead 
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Y 


his Triamphs. 
ng before him. 
—_— 


to renew 


Wives and Children 


Thebes. 
him at the City Gates, 


„ Omen. 


will be 
do well to bri 
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ay Funerals meet 
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To ſudden Change; the King in Wars abroad, 
The Queen a Woman weak and unregarded; 
Eurydire the Daughter of dead Lajus, 

A Princeſs young and beauteous, and unmarried. 
Methinks from theſe disjointed Propoſitions 
Something might be produc'd. 

Cre. The Gods have done 
Their Part, by ſending this commodious Plague. 
But oh the Princeſs! her hard Heart is ſhut 
By Adamantine Locks againſt my Love. 

Alc. Your Claim to her is ſtrong: You are betroth d. 

Pyr. True; in her Nonage. 

Dioc. I heard the Prince of Ago, young Adraſtus, 
When he was Hoſtage here | 

Cre. Oh Name him not! the Bane of all my Hopes; 
That hot-brain'd, head-long Warrior, has the Charms 
Of Youth, and ſomewhat of a lucky Raſhneſs, 

To pleaſe a Woman yet more Fool than he. 
That thoughtleſs Sex is caught by outward Form 
And empty Noiſe, and loves it ſelf in Man. 

Alc. But fince the War broke out about our Frontiers, 
He's now a Foe to Thebes. _. 

Cre. But is not ſo to her; ſee, ſhe appears; 

Once more Fl! prove my Fortune: You inlinuate 
Kind Thoughts of me into the Multitude; 
Lay load upon the Court ; 'em with Freedom; 
you ſhall ſee em tols their Tails, and gad, 
As if the Breeze had ſtung em. 
Dioc. We'll about it. 
Cre. I Maid; bri lice? 
And made thee of Kindred- mold to Heav'n, 
Thou ſeem'ſt more Heav'n's than ours. 
Eur. Caſt round your Eyes; 
Where late the Streets were ſo thick fown with Men, 
Like Cu Brood they juſtled for the Paſſhnge: 
Now look for thoſe erected Heads, and fee em 
Like Pebbles paving all aur publick Ways: 


When 


— 
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ho you foe on this, then anſwer me, 
If be Hours of ſhip. © 


Cre. Yes, they are; 
For when the Gods deſtroy ſo faſt, tis time 
We ſhould renew the Race. 

Eur. What, in the midſt of Horrour ! 

Cre. Why not then ? 
There's the more need of Comfort. 

Eur. Impious Cyeon ! 


3 
you, caſt your Eyes on other Men, 
Now caſt 'em on ſelf: Think what you are: | 


Should reach your Perjuries? 
Argument 


Cre. Twas you firſt po 
My Face and Perſon ſhou 


Eur. Love from thee! 5 
Why Love renounc d thee cer thou faw'ft the Light: 
Nature her ſelf ſtart back when thou wert born 
And cry d, the Work's not mine 
The Midwife ſtood aghaſt; and when ſhe faw 
Thy Mountain back, and thy diſtorted Legs, 


Thy Face it felf, | 

Half-minted with the Royal Stamp of Man; 
And half o ercome with Beaſt, ſtood doubting long, 
Whoſe Right in thee were more: 


— 
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Ce. Tis true, I am | 
What ſhe has told me, an Offence to Sight : 
My Body opens inward to my Soul, 
And lets in Day to make my Vices ſeen 
By all diſcerning Eyes, but the blind Vulgar. 
I muſt make haſte ere bug return, | 
To fnatch the Crown and her; for I ſtill love; 
But love with Malice; as an Cur | 
Snark while he feeds, 6 wil | le and hen 
hunger of my Love on thi proud Beauty, 
to 8 


Wou' 


rac [Exit Creon, 
Tre. A little farther; yet a little farther, 
Thou wretched hter of a dark old Man, 
— — who feet 
38 for thy ſelt, beware thou tread not 
Merhinks I draw more open, vital Ae” hy 
Where are We? | 

Man. Under Covert of a Wall: 
The moſt frequentcd once, and noiſy Part 
Of Thebes, now midnight Silence ev'n here; 
And Graſs untrodden I X our Feet. 

Tir. If there be nigh this Place 
There let me reſt a while: a ſunn 
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Tir. Whither can Age and Blindneſs take their flight ? 
If I could fly, what cou'd I ſufter worſe, 
Secure of greater Ills 1 
[Noiſe again, Creon, Creon, Creon. 
Enter Creon, Diocles, Alcander, Pyracmon; followed by 
the Crowd. 
Creon. I thank ye, Countrymen; but muſt refuſe 
The Honours you intend me; they're too great; 
And I am too unworthy; think agen, 
ns ens INE. — 
1 Cit. Think twice! I ne er thought twice in all my Life: 
That's double work. 15 
2 Cie. My firſt Word is always my Second; and there- 
fore I'll have no ſecond Word: and therefore once again 
I fay, A Creon. | 
All. A Creon, A Creon, A Creon! 
Cre. Yet hear me, Fcllow-Citizens. 
Dioc. Fellow-Citizens ! there was a Word of Kindneſs ! 
Alc. When did Oedipus ſalute you by that familiar Name? 
1 Cit. Never, never; he was too proud. 
Cre. Indeed he could not, for he was a Stranger: 
But under him our Tzebes is half deſtroyed. 
Forbid it Heaw'n the reſidue ſhould periſh 
Jo > bs. Jkt ſend this Plague | 
"Tis true, t might this P among you, 
Becauſe a Stranger ruld: but what of that, e 
Can I redreſs it now ? 
3 Ct. Yes, you or none. | 
"Tis certain that the Gods are angry with us, 
Becauſe he reigns. 
Cre. Oedipus may return: you may be ruin d. 
1 Cit. Nay, if that be the matter, we are ruin'd \ 
2 Cit. Half of us that are here preſent, were living Men 
but Yeſterday, and we that are abſent do but drop and 
, and no Man knows whether he be dead or living. 
therefore while we are ſound and well, let us ſation: 
our Conſciences, and make a new King. | 
3 Cit. Ha, if we were but worthy to ſee another Co- 
ronation, and then if we muſt die, wel oy 


7 
n 
id 
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Al. To the Queſtion, to the Queſtion. 

| Dioc. Are you content, Cyeon ſhould be your King? 
All. A Creon, A Creon, A Creon! 

Tir. Hear me, ye Thebans, and thou Creon, hear me. 

1 Cit. Who's that would be heard? we'll hear no Man: 

We can ſcarce hear one another. 


Tir. I charge you by the Gods to hear me. | 


2 Cit. Oh, tis Apollo s Prieſt, we muſt hear him; tis 
the old blind Prophet that ſees all things. 

3 Cit. He comes from the Gods too, and they are our 
W Speak, 

her | 

2 Cit. For coming from the Gods that's no Mat- 
ter, they can all ſay that; but he's a great — he 
can make Almanacks, and he were put tot, and there- 
* 1 ee 

Tir. W Heav'n ſcatters its Plagues among you, 
Is 1 Thebans! are the God * 
Unjuſt in puniſhing ? are there no Crimes 
Which pull this Vengeance down? 

x Ciz. Yes, yes, no doubt there are ſome Sins ftirring; 
that are the Cauſe of all. | 

3 Cie. Yes there are Sins; or we ſhould have no Taxes. 

2 Cie. For my part I can ſpeak it with a fafe Conſcience, 


I ncer ſinn'd in all my Life. 
1 Cit. Nor TI. 
3 Cit. Nor I. 2 (Doors. 
2 Cit. Then we are all juſtified, the Sin lies - at our 
Vir. All juſtified alike, and yet all guilty ; my 


Were every Man's falſe dealing b: ought to light, 

His Envy, Malice, Lying, rin ws 

His Weights and Meaſures, th other Man's Extortions, 

With what Face could you tell offended Heay'n, . 

You had not ſinn d?ꝰ | 
2 Cis. Nay, if theſe be Sins, the Caſe is alter d; for my 

EF 
Tir 


And yet, as if all theſe were leſs than nothing | 
| You add Redelion a 


to em; impious Thebans 


— — . 
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Oedipus arriv'd. | 


through Miſts: 


Ti = 
== prodigious; 'tis a dreadful Birt 
us Fate; and now, Juſt now dikloling 


I fee, I ſeal how terribly i 
And my Soul fickens with i: 
. How the God ſhakes him! 
\ 


Bur oh! Guiltleſs nd Guilty: Murder! Frei; n 
o . 


A Trumpet within 
| 3 Enter Hzmon 
n ye Thebans; tune your Io P : 
r 
d Id in Bands by God-like Oudgur 
. Oedipns, ip. Oedipus ! 5 
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i rnb; dark Pi : 
Cre. All hail, way 


Thou mighty C hail; welcome to Thebes : 
To thy 822 that's left of Thebes: 
For half thy Citizens are ſwept away, 
And wanting to thy Triumphs: 
And we, the happy Remnant, only live 
To welcome thee, and dye. 
Oedip. Thus Pleaſure never comes ſincere to Man; 
But lent by Heav'n hard Uſury : 
And, while Foue us out the Bowl of Joy, 
E're it can reach our Lips it's daſht with Gali 
By ſome left-handed God. O mournful Triumph 
O 12 gain d abroad and loft at home! 
O Argos! now rejoyce, for Thebes lyes low ; 
Thy {aughter'd Sons now ſmile, and think they won 
When they can count more-Thebarn Ghoſts than hates: 
Air. No; Argos mourns with Thebes ; you temper'd io 
Your Courage while you fought, that — lerm d 
The manlier Virtue, and — more prevail d: 
While Ages is a People, think your Thebes 
Can never want for Subjects: — Nation 


Euter 


Will crowd to ſerve where Oedipus commands. 


Cre. to Ham. er — 
Hem. Had you beheld him fight, you had aid other wiſe 
Come, tis brave bearing in him, not to envy 
Superiour Virtue. 
Oedip. This indeed is 
To gal gain a Friend like you: Why were we Foes? 
Adr. Cauſe we were Kings, and each diſdain d an Equal. 


1 fought to have it in my pow r to do 


What thou haft done; and © to uſe my Conqueſt; 
To thew thee, Hanour was my only Marie 
Know this, that were my Army at thy Gates, 
And Thebes thus waſte, I would not take the Gift, 


Which, like a from che Hands of 
Toy dropt Fortune, 


EDT 
more- Captive, 
mat. Macher ef he War: Tis much more plcaſant, 


And 
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And ſafer, truſt me, thus to meet thy Love, 

Than when hard Gantlets clench'd our Warkke Hands, 
And kept em from ſoft uſe. 

Adr. My Conqueror! 

Oedip. My Friend] that other Name keeps Enmity alive, 
But longer to detain thee were a Crime; 
To love, and to Emridyce, go free: 

Such welcome as a ruin oe mrs 
Expect from me; ay eter 

Adr. I go without a Bluſh, 1 

By you and by my Princeſs. 


Cre. [Afide.| Then Iam conquer d thrice; — — 
re. am y 
And her, and ev'n by him, the Slave of both: 


Gods, Pm beholden to you, for making me Fa. 
Wou'd I cou'd make you mine. 
Enter the People with Branches in their Hands, _— 
up, and kneeling : Two Prieſts bejore them. 
Oe.'ip. Alas, my People! 
What means this ſpeechleſs Sorrow, down-caſt-Eyes, 
And lifted Hands! if there be one among you 
Whom Grief has left a Tongue, ſpeal for the reſt. 
1 Pr. O Father of thy Country! 
To thee theſe Knees are bent, theſe Eyes are lifted, 
As to a viſible 1 8 
A Prince on whom Heav'n ſafely might repoſe 
The buſineſs of Mankind: for —2 | 
Might on thy careful Boſom fleep ſecure, 
And leave her Task to thee. 
But where's the Glory of thy former Acts? 
5 Ev'n that's deſtroy d when none ſhall live to ſpeak it. 
Millions of Subjects ſhalt thou have; but mute. 
A People of the dead; a crowded Deſart. 
A Midnight Silence at the noon of Day. 
Oedip. O were our Gods as ready with their Pity, 
As I with mine, this Preſence ſhou'd be throng d 
With all I left alive; and my ſad Eyes 


Not ſearch ia vain for Friends, — promis d Sight 
Flatter'd my toils of War. 


2 Fr. Twice our Deliverer. | | 
R 2 Oedlip. 
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Oedip. Nor are now your Vows 
Addreſt to one who fleeps : 
When this unwelcome News firſt reach'd my Ears, 
— was ſent to Delphos to enquire 
he Cauſe and Cure of this contagious III: 
And is this Day return'd: but ſince his 
Concerns the . I refus'd to hear it 
But in this general Preſence: let him ſpeak. 
R * A — Anſwer from the hallow'd Urn, 
| Tripos did the Prieſteſs give, 
In theſe he Words, 
The Oracle. Shed in a curſed Hour, by curſed Hand, 
Blood-Royal unreveng'd, has curs d the Land. 
hen Lajus Death is expiated well, 
Tor Plague ſhall ceaſe the reſt let Lajus tell. 
. Dreadful indeed! Blood, anda King's Blood too: © 
| And ko King s, and by his Subjects ſhed! 
| ur 


A "1nd e revenge ch Co 

If Wars, Plagues revenge Crimes! 
If Heav'n be juſt, its whole Artillery 
All muſt be empty'd on us: Not one Bolt 
Shall err from Thebes; but more be calld for, more: 
New moulded Thunder of a larger Size; 

Driv'n by whole Fore. — touch anointed Pow'r! 
Then Gods beware; — 
Cou d you but reach hi 

2 Pr. —— — 

Oedip. Well you may: 
Wal then 6 hn fete you: y are devoted 
To Mother Earth, and to th infernal Powers: 
Hell has a right in you: 8 
That I'm no Theban born: how my Blood cruddles ! 
As if this Curſe touch'd me! and touch me nar 
Than all this Preſence! B 
And I, a King, am ty'd in deeper Bon 
To expiate this Blood: But where, — whom, 
Or how muſt I attone it? tell me, Thebans, 
How Lajus fell? for a confus d R 


eport 
Paſs'd through my Ears, when firit I took the Crown: 


But 
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But full of Hurry, like a Morning Dream, 
It vaniſh'd in the Buſineſs of the Day. 
1 Pr. He went in private forth; but thinly follow'd; 


And ne'er return'd to Thebes. 
Oedip. Nor any from him? came there no Attendant ? 
None to bring the News? | 


2 Py. But one; and he ſo wounded, 
He ſcarce drew Breath to ſpeak ſome few faint Words. 
OEdip. What were they? ſomething may be learnt from 
thence. | 
1 Pr. He ſaid a band of Robbers watch'd their Paſſage ; 
Who took advantage of a narrow ww 
To murder Lajus and the reſt; himſelf 
Left too for dead. 
Oedip. Made you no more uiry, 
But — this 45 Relation? — 4 
2 Pr. Twas neglected: 
For then the Monſter Sphinx began to rage; 
And Preſent Cares ſoon buried the Remote; 
So was it huſh'd, and never ſince reviv'd. 
 Oedip. Mark, Thebans, mark! 
uſt then, the Sphinx began to rage among you; 
he Gods took hold ev'n of th offending Minute, 
And da ed thence your Woes: thence will I trace em. 
1 Pr. *Tis juſt thou ſhoulif. | 
Oeaip. Hear then this dreadful Imprecation; hear it: 
Tis lay'd on. ail; not*any one exempt : 
Bear witneſs Heay'n, avenge it on the perjur'd. 
If any Iheban born, if any Stranger 
Reveal this Murder, or produce its Author, 
Ten Attique Talents be his juſt Reward: 
But, if for Fear, for Favour, or for Hire, 
The Murder'r he conceal, the Curſe of Thebes 
Fall heavy on his Head: Unite our Plagues, 
Ye Gods, and place 'em there: from Fire and Water, 
Converſe, and all things common be he baniſh'd. 
But for the Murderer's ſelf, unfound by Man, 
Find him ye Pow'rs Cceleſtial and Infernal; 
And the fame Fate or worſe than Lajus met, 


R 3 Let 
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Let be his Lot: his Children be accurſt; 
His Wife and Kindred, all of his be cursd. 
Both Pr. Confirm it Heav'n! 
Enter Jocaſta; Attended by Women. 
Foc. At your Devotions! Heav'n ſucceed your Wiſhes; 
And bring th? effect of theſe your pious Pray rs 
On you, and me, and all. 
Py. Avert this Omen, Heav'n! 
Oedip. O fatal Sound, Unfortunate Focaſta! 
What thou faid! an ill Eour haſt thou choſen 
For theſe fore-boding Words! why, we were curſing ! 
Foc. Then may Curie fall only where you laid it. 
Oedip. Speak no more! | 
For all thou ſay ſt is ominous: we were curſing; 
And that dire Imprecation haſt thou faſten'd 


On Thebes, and thee and me, and all of us. 


Foc. Are then my Bleſſings turn'd into a Curſe? 
O Unkind Oedipus. My former Lord | 
Thought me his Bleſſing: be thou like my Lajus. 
|  Oeaip. What yet again i the third time haſt thou curs'd me? 
This Imprecation was for Lajus Death, 
And thou baſt wiſh'd me like him. 
Foe. Horror ſeizes me! 
Oedip. Why doſt thou gaze upon me? prithee Love 
Take off thy Eye; it burdens me too much. 
The more I look, the more I find of Lajus: 
His Speech, his Garb, his Action; *nay his Frown; 
(For I have ſeen it;) but ne er bent on me. 
Oedip. Are we ſa like? 
Foe. In all things but his Love. (ſpeak how well. 
Oedip. I love thee more: ſo well I love, Words cannot 
No pious Son ere loy'd his Mother more 
Than I my dear Focaſta. | 
Foc. I love you too | 1 
The ſelf ſame way : and when you chid, methought 
A Mother's Love ſtart up in your Defence, 
And bade me not be : be not you: 
For I love Laws ſtill as Wives ſhou'd iove: 
But you more tenderly; as part of me: 
And when I have you in my Arms, methinks I 


— 
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I lull my Child aſleep. | 
Then we are bleſt: 
And all theſe Curſes along the Skies 
Like empty Clouds; but drop not on our Heads. 
Foc. I have not joy d an Hour ſince you departed, 
For publick Miſeries, and for private Fears; 
Bur this bleſt Meeting has o er- paid em all. 
Good Fortune that comes ſeldom comes more welcome. 
All I can wiſh for now, is your Conſent 
To make my Brother happy. 
Oedip. How, Focafta ? 
Foc. By Marriage with his Neice, Eurydice ! | 
Oedip. Uncle and Neice! they are too near, my Love; - 
"Tis too like Inceſt: Tis Offence to Kind: 
Had I not is d, were there no | 
No choice ; Creon left her of Manki ® 
| ſhou'd not marry; ſpeak no more of it; 
The Thought diſturbs me. 
Foc. Heav'n can never bleſs 
| A Vow ſo broken, which I made to Cyeon; 
Remember he's my Brother. 
That's the Bar : 
And ſhe thy Daughter: Nature would abhor 
To be forc'd back again upon her ſelf, 
And like a whirie-poo! forallow her own Streams. 
Foc. Be not diſpleas d; Ill move the Suit no more. 
Oedip. No, do not; for, I know not why, it ſhakes me 
When I but think on Inceſt; move we forward 
To thank the Gods for my Succeſs, and pray 
To waſh the Guilt of Royal Blood away. ¶ Exeum onmes. 
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ACT H. SCENE l. 


SCENE Az open Gallery. A Royal Bed-Cham- 
ber being ſuppos d behind. 


T he Time, Night. Thunder, &c. 


Euter Hzmon, Alcander and Pyracmon. 


Hem. Q URE 'tis the End of all things! Fate has torn 
The Lock of Time off, and his Head is now 

The ghaſtly Ball of round 4 

Call you theſe Peals of Thunder, but the Yawn 

Of bellowing Clouds? By Foe, they ſeem to me 


The World's laſt Groans; and thoſe vaſt Sheets of Flame 


Are its laſt Blaze! The Tapers of the Gods, 
The Sun and Moon, run down like waxen-Globes; 


The ſhooting Stars end all in purple Gellies, 


And Chaos is at Hand. 3 * 
. Tis Midnight, yet s not a ſleeps, 
Bur bach as ne er muſt wake. All crowd about 
The Palace, and implore, as from a God, 
Help of the King; who, from the Battlement, 
By the 2 3 glare, deſcry'd afar, 


Behold, Alcander, from yon Weſt of Heay'n, 
| Juſt Welt; a bloody red ſtains all the Phce: | 


And ſee, their Faces are quite hid in Clouds. 
yr. Cluſters of Golden Stars hang o er their 


as  w*w / . 
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And ſeem ſo crouded, that they burſt upon em: 
All dart at once their baleful Influence 
In leaking Fire. 
Like flaming Porcupines, to their left Sides, 
As they would ſhoot their Quills into their Hearts. 
Hem. But ſee! the King, and Queen, and all the Court! 
Did ever Day or Night ſhew ought like this? 
[Trrnders again. The Scene draws, and diſcovers the 
TProlligies. | 
Euter Oedipus, Jocaſta, Eurydice, Adraſtus, and all com- 
ing forward with Amazement. 
Oedip. Anſwer, you Pow'rs Divine ; ſpare all this Noiſe, 
This rack of Heay'n, and ſpeak your fatal Pleaſure. 
Why breaks yon dark and dusky Orb away ? 
Why from the bleeding Womb of monſtrous Night, 
Burſt forth ſuch Myriads of abortive Stars? 
Ha! my Focaſfta, look! the Silver Moon 
A ſetling Crimſon ſtains her beauteous Face! 
She's all o'er Blood! and look, behold again, 
What mean the myſtick Heav'ns, ſhe journeys on? 
A vaſt Eclipſe darkens the labouring Planet : 
Sound there, ſound all our Inftruments of War; 
Clarions and Tru „Silver, Braſs, and Iron, 
And beat a tho Drums to help her Labour. 
Adv. Tis vain; you fee the Prodigies continue; 
Let's gaze no more, the Gods are humorous, 
Oedip. Forbear, raſh Man Once more I ask your 
Pleaſure! | 
If that the Glow-worm light of human Reaſon 
Might dare to offer at immortal Knowle 
And cope with Gods, why all this Storm of Nature? 
Why do the Rocks ſplit, and why rouls the Sea? 
Why thoſe Portents in Heav'n, and Plagues on Earth? 
Why yon' Gigantick Forms, Ethereal Monſters ? 
Alas! is all this but to Ar- 
Which your own Hands have made? Then be it fo, 
Ur if the Fates reſolve ſome Expiation 
For murder d Lajus; hear * hear me, Gods! 
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Hear 
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Hear me thus proſtrate: Spare this groaning Land, 
Save innocent Thebes, ſtop the Tyrant Death; 

Do this, and lo I ſtand up an Oblation 

To meet your ſwifteſt and ſevereſt Anger, 

Shoot all at once, and ſtrike me to the Center. 


Adr. Either I dream, and all my cooler Senſes 
Are vanith'd with that Cloud that fleets away ; 
Or juſt above thoſe two Majeſtick Heads, 
I ſee, I read diſtinly in large Gold, 
Oedipus and Focaſta. | 

Alc. 1 read the fame. 

Adr. Tis wonderful; fo Man to wade 
Too far in the vaſt deep of Deſtiny. 

My Lord * 1 the Prodigies vaniſh. 
oc. My Lord, m es, W ze you now, 

* the whole Heav'n 22. 2 ff he Gods 
Had ſome new Monſters made? will you not turn, 
And bleſs your People; who devour each word 
You breathe. 

Oedip. It ſhall be ſo. 
Yes, I will die, O Thebes, to fave thee! 
Draw from my Heart my Blood, with more centent 
Than e er I wore thy Crown. Yet, O Focaſ/a! 
By all the Indearments of miraculous Love, 
By all our Languiſhings, our Fears in Pleaſure, 
Which oft haye made us wonder; here I ſwear 
On thy fair Hand, upon thy Breaſt I fwear, 
I cannot call to mind, from budding Childhood 
To N Youth, a Crime by me committed, 
For which the awful Gods ſhould doom my Death. 

. *Tis not you, my Lord, 

But he who murder'd Lajzs, frees the Land: 
Were you, which is impoſſible, the Man, 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps my Poniard fi: ft ſhould drink your Blood; 
But you are innocent, as your 7ocaſta, 
From Crimes like thoſe. This made me violent 
To fave your Life, —_— you _ would loſe: 
Nor can you 2 with deepeſt Thought, 
The horrid A Agony you caſt me in, 
When you reſolv'd to die. 

OEdip. Is t poſſible ? 

Alas! why ſtart you ſo? Her ſtiff ning Grief, 
Who ſaw her Children ſlaughter d all at once, 
Was dull to mine: Methinks I ſhovld have made 
My Boſom bare againſt the armed God, 
To ſave my Oedipus . 
. I pray, no more. 

Foe. vou ve ſilenc d me, my Lord. 

Oedip. Pardon me, dear Focaſta; 
Pardon a Heart that ſinks with Sufferings, 
And can but vent it ſelf in Sobs and Mur murs: 
Yet to reſtore my Peace, Il find him out. 
Yes, yes you Gods! you ſhall have ample V 
On Lajus Murderer. O, the Traitor's Name! 
Fil know't, [ will; Art ſhail be conjur'd * it, 
And Nature all unravel. 

Foc. Sacred Sir [him, 

Sedip. Rage will have way, and it's but juſt; Pll fetch 
Tho odg'd in Air, upon a Dragon's Wing, 
T' o' Recks ſpould hide him: Nay, he ſhall mou 
From Hell, if Charms can hurry him along 
His Ghoſt ſhall be, by ſage Dube — r, 
( Jreſias that Rules all denearh the Moon) 
Confiid ro Fleſh, to ſuffer Death once more; 
And then Le plung' i in his firſt Fires again, 

Euter Creon. 


Cre. My Lord, 
Tire; as attends your Pleafure. 
SG Adip. alte and bring him in. 
O, my Jocaſta, Emy.ice. Auraſtus, 
Creon, ud al. yt — now the End 
Of Plagues, ot Madneis, Murders, Prodigies, 


Draws 
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Draws on: This Battel of the Heav'ns and Earth 

Shall by his Wiſdom be reduc'd to peace | 

Enter Tireſias, leaning on a Staff, led by his Daughter Man- 

to, follow'd by Thebans. 

O thou, whoſe moſt aſpiring Mind 

Knows all the Buſineſs of the Courts above, 

Opens the Cloſets of the Gods, and dares 

To mix with Fore himſelf and Fate at Council; 

O Prophet, an{wer me, declare aloud 

The Traitor who conſpir'd the Death of Lajus: 

Or be they more, who from malignant Stars 

Have drawn this Plague that blaſts unhappy Toebes ? 
Tir. We muſt no more than Fate commiſſions us 

To tell; yet ſomething, and of moment, III unfold, 

If that the God would wake; I feel him now, 

Like a ſtrong Spirit charm'd into a Tree, 

That leaps, and moves the Wood without a Wind: 

The rouzed God, as all this while he lay 

Intomb'd alive, ſtarts and dilates himſelf; 

He ſtruggles, and he tears my aged Trunk 

With holy Fury, my old Arteries burſt, 

My rivePd Skin, 3 | 

Like Parchment, crackles at the hallow'd Fire; 

1 ſhail be young again: Manto, my Daughter, 

Thou haſt a Voice that might have fav'd the Bard 

Of Thrzce, and forc'd the raging Bacchanals, | 

With liited Prongs, to liſten to thy Airs: 

O Charm this God, this Fury in my Boſom, 

Lull him with tuneful Notes, and artful Strings, 

With pow'rful Strains; Manto, my lovely Child, 

Scoth the um uly God-head to be mild. 


SONG 


wi 
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Hcœbus, God belov' d by Men; 
At thy dawn, every Beaſt is rouzed in his Den; 
At thy ſetting, all the Birds of thy Abſence complain, 
Ard we die, all die till the Morning comes again. 
Phoebus, God belov'd by Men ! 
Idol of the Eaſtern Kings, 
3 
God of Songs, and Orphean Strings, 
Who to this mortal Boſom brings, 
All harmonious head nly things! 


HE INE» roninn 

Ten thouſand thouſand Forms before him drive : 

With = and Horſes all o fire awake him, 
Conuulſ:ons, and Furies, and ies ſhake him: 
Let him tell it in Groans, rb gar {ergy 
Tho' he burſt with the weight of the terrible God. 


Tir. The Wretch, who ſhedthe Blood of old Labdacides, 
Lives, and is great; : 
But cruel Greatneſs ne er was long: 
The firſt of Lajus Blood his Life did ſeize, 
And urg'd his Fate, 
Which elſe had laſting been and ftrong. 
The Wretch, who Lajas kill'd, muſt bleed or fly; 
Or Thebes, conſum d with Plagues, in Ruins lye. 
| Oegip. The firſt of Lajus Blood! pronounce the Perſon 
May the God roar from thy prophetick Mouth, 
That even the dead may ſtart up, to behold: 
Name him, I fay, that moſt accurſed Wretch, 
For by the Stars he dies: 

I command thee; 
By Phoebus, ſpeak ; for ſudden Death's his Dcom: 
Here ſhall he fall, bleed on this very Spot; 
His Name, I charge thee once more, ſpeak. 
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Tu. Tis loſt, | 
Like what we think can never ſhun Remembrance; 
' Yet of a ſudden s the Clouds. 


Oedip. Fetch it from thence; Pll have't, where-ccr it be. 
Cre. Let me mtreat you, ſacred Sir, be calm, 
'Tis true, reſpect of Nature niight injoin | 
Me Silence, at another time; but, oh, 
Much more the Pow'r of my eternal Love! [try -—— 
That, that ſhould ſtrike me : YetThebes, my Coun- 
II break all, to ſuccour thee, poor City! 
a= then, if ough thou knowſt 
Oedip. Spea 1 t | : 
As much ſeem'ſt to know, delay no longer. 
Cre. O Beauty! O illuſtrious Royal Maid! 
To whom my Vos were ever paid till now, 
And with fuch modeſt, chaſte and pure Affection, 
The coldeſt Nymph _ 'em without bluſhing ; 
Art thou the Murdreſs then of wretched Lajus? | 
And I, muſt I accuſe thee! O my Tears! 
Why will you fall in fo abhorr'd a Cauſc ? 
But that thy beauteous, barbarous Hand deſtroy'd 
Thy Father (O monſtrous Act!) both Gods 
5 


Oedip Eurydice ! 
Eur. Traitor, go on; I ſcorn thy little Malice, 
And knowing more my perfect Innocence, 
Than Gods and Men, then how much more than thee, 
Who art their Oppoſite, and form'd a Lyar, 
I thus diſdain thee! Thou once didſt talk of Love; 
Becauſe I hate thy Love, | | 
Thou doſt accuſe me. | 
Aur. Villain, inglorious Villain, | | 
And Traitor, doubly damn'd, who dur'ſt blaſpheme 
7 he ſpotleſs Virtue of the briglteſt Beauty; | 
Thou dy'ſt: Nor ſhall the ſacred Ma? eſty, 
2 [Draws and wornds him. 
That guards this Place, preſerve thee from my Rage. 


Oedip. 


And may this Blood ne er ceaſe to drop, O Thebes, 
If Pity of thy Sufferings did not move me 
To ſhew the Cure which Heay'n it ſelf preſcrib'd. 
Eur. Yes, — 2 I will die to fave your Lives, 
More willingly can wiſh my Fate; 
But let this good, this wits, this hol 7 Man, 
Pronounce my Sentence: For to fall by him, 
By the vile Breatk of that prodigious Villain, 
Would fink my Soul, tho? I ſhould die a Martyr. 
Adr. U me, Slayes. O mightieſt of Kings, 
See at your Feet a Prince not us d to kneel; . 
Touch not Euhuice, by all the Gods, 
As you _ _ your Thebes, .. wh my Life: 
For, ſhould ſne periſn, Heay'n wou PPlagues onPlagues, 
R:in Sulphur — hurl kindled Bolts 
Upon your guilty Heads. 
Cre. You turn to Gallantry, what is but Juſtice: 
Proof will be eaſie made. Auraſtus was 
The Robber who bereft th unhapy King 
Of Life; becauſe he flatly had deny'd 
To make fo poor a Prince his Son-in-Law : 
Therefore *twere fit that both ſhouid periſh. 
1 Theb. Both, let both die. 
MI Theb. Both, both; let em die. here, 
Ordip. Hence, you wild Herd! For your Ring- leader 
He ſhall be made Example. Hemon, take him. | 
r Theo. Mercy, O Mercy. 
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Oedip. Mutiny in my Preſence! 
Hence, let me * at buſie Face no more. ? 

Tir. Thebans, what Madneſs makes you drunk with 
Enough of guilty Death's already acted: 
Fierce Cream has accus'd Eurydice, 
With Prince Auraſtus; which the God reproves 
By inward Checks, and leaves their Fates in doubt. 
Therefore inſtruct us what remains to do, 
Or ſuffer; for I feel a Sleep like Death 
Upon me, and 1 ſigh to be at reſt. 
Tir. Since that the Pow'rs divine refuſe to clear 
The myſtick Deed, III to the Grove of Furies; 
There I can force th' Infernal Geds to ſhew 
Their horrid Forms; Each trembling Ghoſt ſhall riſe, 
And leave their grizly King without a Waiter. 
For Prince Adraſtus and Eurydice, 
My Life's 'd, I'll guard 'em in the Fane, 
Till the dark Myſteries of Hell are done. 
Follow me, Princes; Thebans, all to reſt. 
O, Oedipus, to morrow but no more. 
If that thy wakeful Genius will permit, 


2 y Brain this Night with ſofter Slumbers: 
To Morrow, O to Morrow ! ſleep, my Son; 


And in prophetick Dreams thy Fate be ſhown. 
Ex. Tir. Adr. Eur. Man. and Theb. 


Manent Oedipus, Jocaſta, Creon, Pyracmon, Hæmon, 
| and Alcander. . 


b. To Bed, my Fair, my Dear, my beſt Focaſta. 
After the Toils of War, tis wondrous ftrange | 
Our Loves ſhould thus bedaſh'd. One moment's Thought, 
And Pl! approach the Arms of my beloy'd. 


Foc. Conſume whole Years in Care, fo now and then 


I way have leave to feed my famiſh'd Eyes 

With one ſhort paſſing Glance, and ſigh my Vows: 
This, and no more, my Lord, is all the Paſſion 

Of languiſhing Focaſta. 


TErie. 
Oedip. Thou ſofteſt, ſweeteſt of the World ! good Night. 


Nay, the is heauteous too; yet, mighty Love! 


hu wn. LI 4 


. 
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1 never offer'd to obey thy Laws, 
But an unuſual Chilneſs came upon me; 
An unknown Hand ſtill check d my forward Joy, 
Daſh'd me with bluſhes, tho? no Light was near: 
That ev'n the Act became a Violation. 
Pyr. He's ſtrangely heful. [me? 
Oedip. Hark! who was that? Ha! Creon, did'ſt thou call 
Cre. Not I, my gracious Lord, nor any here. [Voice 
Oedip. That's ſtrange! methou be 1 heard a doleful 
Cry'd Oedip:zes — The Prophet bad me fleep. 
He talk'd of Dreams, and Viſions, and to morrow ! 
Pil muſe no more on't, come what will or can, 
My Thoughts are clearer than unclouded Stars; 
And with thoſe Thoughts Pl reſt; Creon, goot Night. 
ſeal —— = | 
Oe. 8 eal your Eyes up, Sir, et Sleep. 
But if Ns 4 tow 3 O all * 
Tormenting Dreams, wild Horrors of the Night, 
And Hags of Fancy wing him through the Air: 
From Precipices hurl him headlong down; 
Charybdis roar, and death be ſet before him. 
c. Your Curſes have already tak n Effect; 
For he looks very ſad. Ly 
Cre. May he be rooted, where he ſtands, for ever; 
His Eye-balls never move, Brows be unbent, | 
His Blood, his Entrails, Liver, Heart and Bowels, 
Be blacker than the Place I wiſh him, Hell. 
Pyr. No more: You tear your ſelf, but vex not him. 
Methinks 'twere brave this Night to force the Temple, 
While blind Treſias conjures up the Fiends, 
And pals the time with nice Eurydice. 
Als. Try Promiſes, and Threats, and if all fail, 
Since Hell's broke looſe, why ſhould not you be mad? 
Raviſh, and leave her dead, with her Adraſtus. 
Cre. Were the Globe mine, Id give a Province hourly 
For ſuch another thought. Luft, and Revenge! 
To ſtab at once the only Man I hate, 
And to enjoy the Woman whom I love! 
I ask no more of my auſpicious Stars, 
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The reſt as Fortune pleaſe; ſo but this Night 
She play me fair, why; let her turn for ever. 
Ham. Lord, troubled King is to reſt; 

Yet, ere he ſlept, EEE a 

The Antichambers: 1 | 
Cre. Ham, do Duty; — | Themnder. 

And we obey.—— The Night grows yet more dreadful! 

"Tis juſt that all retire to their Devotions; 

The Gods are angry: but to Morrow's dawn, 

If Prophets do not lie, will make all clear. As #hey go off 
Oedipus Ruters, waiking aſlvep in his Shirt, with a Dagger 
in his right Hand, and a Taper in his left. 

Oedip. O, my Focaſta! tis for this the wet 
Starv'd Soldier lies all Night on the cold Ground; 
For this he bears the Storms 
Of Winter Camps, and freezes in his Arms: 
To be thus cireled, to be thus embrac'd'; 
That I could hold thee ever Ha! where art thou? 


What means this melancholly Light, that ſeems 
Ty Co EE 
The Curtain's drawn; and fee, ſhe's here again! 


Jocaſta? Ha! what, falPn afleep fo ſoon? 

How fares my Love? this Taper will inform me. 
Ha! Lightning blaſt me, Thunder 

Rivet me ever to Prometheus Rock, 

And Vultures out my inceftuous Heart. 

By all the | 


Ponyard peri 
of Death? | 
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Enter Jocaſta attended, with Lights, 228 
Oedip. Night, Horror, Death, Confuſion, Hell, and Furies! 
Where am 1? O, Fveaſta, let me hold thee, 


Thus to my Boſom, Ages let me graſp thee: 
All that the hardeſt temper d weather d Fleſh, 
With fierceſt humane Spirit inſpir d, can dare 
Or do, I dare; but, oh you Powers, this was 
By infinite degrees too much for Man. 
Methinks my deafen'd Ears 
x n knock d 
By ſome t ous ſhoot flaſhing Fire: 
That fleep ſhould do this 
Foc. Then my Fears were true. 
Methought I heard your Voice, and yet I doubted, 


Now — ＋ e 0 when the Winds 
Fight with the Waves; now, in a ſtill ſmall tone 
Your dying Accents fell, as racking Ships, 

After readful Yell, fink murmuring down, 
And bubble up a Noiſe. 

Oedip. Truſt me, thou Faireſt, beſt of all thy Kind, 
None e er 7 4 tortur d ſo before. 
Yet what s the niceneſs of m 
Ev'n far beyond the killi - 7» 
And my own Death, is, that this horrid ſleep 
Daſt'd my fick Fancy with an act of Inceſt: 

Eo TSF 
Which, tha impo . 
That I cou'd do a Miſchief on ray Ga, 

Leſt I ſhould ſleep and dream the like agai 

Foc. O Oedipus, too well I und you! 

I know the Wrath of Heav'n, the Care of Thebes, 
The Cries of its Inhabitants, War's Toils, | 
And thouſand other Labours of the State, 
Are all referr'd to you, and ought to take you 
"CIs re. and Treaſure of 
ip. Li my Life "rea | Soul, 
4 — I A thee. ads 
* Foc. O, you think me vile, 
Aud of an Inclination ſo ignoble, 


e? 


my Torments. 
Thou think'ſt my Dreams are forg d; but by thy ſelf, 
— eateſt Oath, I ſwear, they are moſt true: 
they what they will, I diſmiſs em; 
al Chimeras, to your Mother Clouds, 
Is there a Fault in us? Have we not ſearch d | 
The Womb of Heay'n, examin'd all the Entrails 
Of Birds and Beaſts, and tir d the Prophet's Art. A 
Yet what avails? he, and the Gods together, B. 
Seem like Phyficians at a loſt to hel 
Therefore, like Wretches that have \inger's 1 
We'll ſnatch . 
To Bed, my Fair. 

Ghoſt within. Oedipus:? 

Oeaip. Ha! who calls? 

* thou not hear a Voice? 


| ſpight of Ghoſts, I'll on, 


II break em, with Focaſia in my Arms: 


Claſp'd in the folds of Love, Tll wait my Doom; 


| 
Tho round my Bed the Furies plant their Charms ; 1 
] 
And act my Joys, tho Thunder ſhake the Room. Exc. | 

| | 


AY, 
©: 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 
SCENE A dark Grove. 


_ I 


Cre. ? TIS better not to be, than be 
Dioc. What mean you by theſe Words ? 
Ore, "Tis battar not tw/be, than ts be vas, 
Soul is Puniſhment 
But when tis 1 is, wid woenched tos, 
Then every ht draws Blood. 
Dioc. You are not wretched. 


Cre. I am: my Souls ill married to my 
1 RO be belov'd: 
'd I but Breat my ſelf into Alraſtu. 
Dioc. You rave; — 2 2 
Cre. I prithee let my Soul take Air 
Were ſhe in 2 
Then I had kilf'd a Monſter, gain'd a Battel; | 
And had my Rival Pris ner; brave, bravo Actions: 
Why have not I done theſe? 

Dioc. Your Fortune hinder'd. | 

Cre. There's it: I have a Soul to do em all: 
But Fortune will have nothing done that's great, 
But by young handſom Fools: Body and Brawa 
Reg her Work: Hercules was a Fool, 

—— madd boiſtrous Fool, 

— worſe, a Woman's Fool. 
Fodl is the Stuff, OO — mes Hee. 

Dioc. A Serpent ne er becomes a Dragcn, 
Till he has cat a Serpent. * 

Ce. Goes it there 


I underſtand thee; 1 muſt kill Adxaſtus. 


At 
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Dioc. Or not enjo r Miſtreſs: 

; es hos 

But will not long be fo: this Tell- tale Ghoſt 
Perhaps will clear em both. 

Cre. Well: *tis refolv'd. 

Dioc. The Princeſs walks this Way; 
Lou muſt not meet her, 
Till this be done. 

Cre. 1 

Dioc. S tes ight : 
And . 
Cee. Urge it not. 

I cannot ſtay to tell thee my Deſign; 


For ſhe's too near. 

How, Madam, were your Thoughts employ d! 
8 * 4 , 12 
Cre. Then were they not well ſorted; Li 

Had been the better Match. „ 
Eur. No, I was thinking 

On two the moſt deteſted things in Nature: 

And they are Death and thee. i 


Cre. The thought of Death to one near Death is dreadful: 


O 'tis a fearful thing to be no more. 
2 if 2 to wander after Death; 
o vralk as Spirits do, in Brakes all Day; 
And when the Darkneſs comes, to güde in Paths 
That lead to Graves: and in the filent Vault, : 
Where lyes your own pale Shrowd, to hover Oer it, 
—_— to _ you. forbidden Corps; 
otten, often, vainly breath y 
Into your lifeleſs 7 wg 1 ä 
. — like a lone benighted Traveller 5 
ut out from ing, ſhall your Greans be anſwer d 
By whiſtling Winds, whoſe ev ill ſhake = 
Your —_ Form to Atoms. — 
Eur. Muſt I be this thin Being ? and wander 
No Quiet after Death! — 


Ce. 


W 
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Cre. None: you muſt leave 
This beauteous ; all this Youth and Freſhneſs 


Muſt be no more - object of Deſire, 
But a cold lump of Clay; 


Which then your diſcontented Ghoſt will leave, 
And loath its former 
This is the beſt of what comes after Death, 
Ev'n to the beſt. | 
Eur. What then ſhall be thy 
Eternal Torments, Baths 78 line Sulphur : 
Viciſſitudes of Fires, and then of roſts; 
And an old Guardian Fiend, ugly as chou art, 
To hollow in thy Ears at every Laſh; 
This for Eurydice; theſe for her Adraſlu. 
Cre. For her Adraſtus ! 
Eur. Yes; for her Adraſtus: 
For Death ſnall ne'er divide us: Death, what's Death! 
Dioc. You ſeem'd to fear it. 
Eur. But I more fear Cyeon: 
To take that hunch- back d Monſter in my Arms, 
Ti excreſcence of a Man. 
Dioc. to Cre. See what you've gain'd. 
Eur. Deatk only can be dreadtul to the Bad: 
To Innocence, tis like a bug - dear dreſs d 
To frighten Children; pull but off his Maſque 
And hel] appear a Friend. 
Cre. You talk too ſlightly 


Of Death and Hell. Let nn 


Eur. You beſt can tell the News of our own Country, 
Dioc. Nay now you are too ſharp. P 


Eur. Can I be ſo to one who has accus'd me 
Of Murder and of Parricide? 


Cre. You provok'd me: | 
And yet I only did thus far accuſe you, 


As next of Blood to Læjus: Be advis'd, 
And you. may live. 


Eur. The Means? 
Cre. Tis oſſer d you. 


The Fool ES 
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She places em aloft, o th topmoſt Spoke 

Of all her Wheel:-Fools are the daily Work 
N 

A Man, ſne loi tis too expenſive; 
Twoud make ten Fools: A Man's a igy. 


Eur. That is a O: O thou black 


ff 


o 


purchas 
E 


Cre. Te peu! why what are you, that I ſhould fear you ? 
edu 22 422 — 
give what's you give your Honour; 
gone; — whe For | = "ata 
Ka N r that: 
You kill'd her Father; you confeſs of eau did: 


3 ent to prove your P to the Daughter. 
]Gods, muſt I bear this Brand, and — 
Tie! lye to his foul Throat 
| _ Baſely you ki!Pd him. 
Adr. [ Aſide.) O, I burn inward: my Blocd's all ofire. 
Alcides, wr the poiſon d Shirt fate cloſeſt, 


Had but an A e fit to this my Feaver. 


et, for ce, ev this T1! aufer, 


o free my Love. 1 
Oe. Fairly, I'm ſure, you cou'd not. 
Dioc. Nor 2 1 
Cre. You our w-Thieves about Pri 
uer'd, — ou kilPd. ng — 
Adr. LAide.] Down ſwelling _ 
Tis for thy Princeſs all-—O my 


[To Ley. 


Eur. to hun. — — of mb 2,5 
As if I cou d not bear a ſhameful Death, 
. 

Vor. IV 


Ot 


A.. I thank thee, thou inſtruct ſt me: 
* 
J Cool'd again. ; 
au, who uſurp'lt the ſacred name of Conſcience, 
Did not thy own declare him innocent; 
To me fois e him ſo? The King ſhall know it. 
| Cre. You will not be believ d, tor Fil forfwear it. 
Eur. ill? an thy Conſcience ? 
Cre.” Tis my Slave, my Drudge, ſupple Glove, 
My upper Garmcnt, to put on, « fax boys * 
As I think beſt; "Tis my obedient Conſcience. 
Aar. Infamous Wretch'! 
Cre. My Conſcience ſhall not do me the ill Office 
To fave a Rivals Life; when thou art dead, 
(As dead thou ſhalt be, or be yet mere baſe 
Than thou think' me, 


Cre. 
Eur. 


* 


Furies, 


you: 


—) 


Faith and Paſſion, 


Death, ſhall all be mine. 
Hands: Ihink the 
2 
4 
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Cre. I drew not firſt; 
But in my own.Defence. 

Aar. I was a us 

ond Man's Patience: all R oach cou'd 
r "e 

Hem. fag aan 22 L | 
Lord Creon, 32 | 1 
Tireſias, and t n 


Approach the Place: None at theſe Rites aſſiſt, 


But you th? accus d, who the Mouth of Lajus 
Mut be der or doom'd = 
2 
Eur. my T 
Ham. Tis at Hand. * 
For ſee the Prophet comes with Vervin crown'd, 
The Prieſts with Yeugh, a yenerable Band; 
We leave you to the Gods. 
[Ex. Hzmon with Creon and Diocles. 
Eater Tireſias, led by Manto: 1 all cloathed 
in long black Habits 
Tir. Approach, Lovers; 


This Da kindly Stars in Heav'n were d: 
When — — Planet interpos d, Join 
And threaten'd both with Death: I fear, I fear. 

Ear. Is there no God ſo much a Friend to Love, 
Who can controul the Malice of our Fate? 


Are they all deaf? or have the Giants Heav'n? 


Tr. The Gods are juſt. 
But how can Finite meaſure Infinite? 
Reaſon! alas, it does not know it ſelf! 
Yet Man, vain Man, wou'd with this ſhort-lin'd 
Farhorn he vaſt Abyſs of ber al Juſtice —— 
Whatever is, is in its Cauſes juſt; 
Since all things are by Fate. But purblin'd 1 
Sees but a part o'th ons Oy ncareſt Links; 
His Eyes not carrying to ** — 
That poiſes all above. 

Bur. Then we muſt dye! 


Tir. 


> 2220 


ea %.. ad 
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Tir. The Danoer's imminent this Da 


Adv. Why th n there's one Iefs for humane Ills: 
And who —— moan 1 ſuffering that. 


Which in a Day muſt paſs . 


I ſhall be what T was again, before 
I was Adraſtus; , 
Penurious Heav'n, can it thou not add a Night 
To our one Day; give me a Night with her, 
And Ell give the reſt. R 

Tir. She broke her Vow | | 
Firſt made to Cn: but the time calls on: 
And Lajus Death muſt now be made more plain, 
How loth I am to have recourſe to Rites 
So full of Horrour, that I once rejoice 
I want the uſe of Sight. 
1 Py, The Ceremonies 

Tir. Chuſe the darkeft part o'th* Grove; 
Such as Ghoſts at N love. | 
Dig a Trench, and dig it nigh 

the Bones of Lajus lye. 

Altars rais'd of Turf or Stone, 
Will th' Infernal Powers have none. 
Anſwer me, if this be done? 

All Py. Tis done. "> oa 

Tir. Is the Sacrifice made fit ? FESE 
Draw her backward to the Pit: | 
Draw the barren Heyfer back ; 
Barren let her be, and black. 
Cur the curled Hair that 
Full betwixt her Horns and Brows: 
And turn your Faces from the Sun: 
Anſwer me, if this be done? 

Fr. Tis done. 

Ti. Pour in Blood, and Blood like Wir. © 
To Mother Earth and Proſerpine : 

Milk into the Stream; 

F the Ghoſts that love the steam; 


Snatch a Brand from Funeral Pile; 


Tein wo make ven boil; 


S 3 _— 


—— — 
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And turn your Faces from the San; _ 
Anſwer me, if all be done? 

All Pr. All is done. 

[Peal of Thunder ; and Taſte of LiShngz ths Growing 
| below the Stage. 

Man. O, what Laments are thoſe? 

| Tir.The Groans of Ghoſts, that cleave the Earth with Pain, 
And heave it up: they pant and flick half way: 


= Sree whey e. 
| _ Man, And now a be Dark core * | 
| rue genuine Ni added to the Groves; 

The Hogs an Neem full © the Face of Heav'n. 

Tir. Am I but half obey'd: Infernal Gods, 

f Muſt you have Muſick too? then tune your Voices, 
| And let em have ſuch Sounds as 3 
| 3 ee 
2 Then Sing. 
| 1. 2 r: below: 
( 2 
| 
i 
q 
| 
| Agg3T 2:44. 
j 19} 24.5 oF 
| || | 
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[how 
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8 225 
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5 , | they par ors 1 bod are Madl. 
= Ti Oh, mf I nk! o 
; W rn mA 


For Fate, that 


Perform'd its work by his miſtaking. Hands. © 
Ask ſt thou who murder d me? 'twas Ordipus: — 


Who ſtains my Bed with Inceſt? 4 
For . 
Oh 


He comes; the Parricide: 


| 

| 

| And ſome lag Fiend OE 
| Tir. What Omen faw'ft eatring? hy 

| Oedip. A young Stark, 

\Thas bore his agod Parent 0n his Back; 

[ 


— then, and betray thy native Soil 
To farther | 
Tir. 1 dare not name him to thee. 


Oedipi Dar ſt thou converſe with Hell, and canſt thou fear 


A_ 4 
| me no more to a thing, which known 
thee more unhappy: "Twill be found, 


Would 
Tho I amr filent. 
-Oedip. Old and obſtinate! Then thou thy ſelf 

Art Author er Accomplice of this Marther 
„2c 
1 r er if the Guilt were mine * | 
It were nat half fo great: Know wretched Man, 


Thou thou art own 
Fa hewy on thy * re 
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* 4 n * Alas ; | bes a 

— . usd to je? 
ſuch Crimes!—wa Lias us d to je? 
. Obes The moſt fincere, * 


A S but, to prevent. that Crime, 
wret Infant of a Fate, 
The ched Peer * 


hrough his untry d bound with Cords, 
8 ountain, naked was expos d: 
The King himſelf liv'd many, many Years, 


FF 


b. What will with me! 
Oedip. Something: But tis not yet your Turn to ask: 
Hew old was Lajus, what his Shape, — 

His Action, and his Meen? quick, quick, your Anſwyer —- 
Erect his Countenance: Manly Majeſty 7 ; 
—— — —  — — 
Commanding all he viewed: Hair juſt grizled, 

As in a old Age: Bate but his Years, 


You are his Picture. FPifture? 
Oedip. [ Aſide.) Pray Heav'n he drew me not! am I his 
Foc. So I have often told you. wh 


Oedip. True, you have; 
Add that to the reſt: How was the King 
Attended when he travelld? 

Foc. By four Servants: 


> 


— — ſoon. | 
nam d, where time Ws meet, 
five Perſons I 
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Then, 
= be diſmiſsd from Court: 
4 þ 


Ak ol owt retire, the Thehans come. Ex. Joc. 


2 


PVC 9 3 EEE ee 


— 


OE o1iyvu's. 


So when we think Fate hovers oer our Heads, 


"Owls, Ravens, Crickets ſeem the Watch of Death, 
Nature's worlt Vermin ſcare her God-like Sons. 
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Great Sir, the fam'd geen is arri d, 
That 
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Eu. From your Native 


renown'd Favourite of the King your Father: 
He comes as an Ambaſſador from Cormeh, 
* Ji 


Ham. 


14 


8 
2 
t. 


E 


——— of all 


my Joys intend? 


Rapture? 


” 


ask 
To 


Oedipus: 


bring 
8 
King of Coriath, i 


i * — what ſo 
Peace, g 
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F i Rf 5 5 
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As, to a 
The luc 


— 


peak 


Is this thou 


2 
_ ze. Since in 


Foe. P 


But f. 
O chat I could 


ine Peals of thundring Joy. 
Nature! Fortune! what is all this World? 
Dotard; now, thou blind old wizard Prophet, 
ing Ghoſts, your Altars now; | 


t, 


Oedip. Waves all the Princes! Heart! 0 
ge. She, tho” in full-blown 


—— q 
Grows col, en in the Suramer of her Age: 
And, 8 has ſworn to dye unmarry d. 

| . w 


O ! for my fake, dye, and not marry! O, 


With thouſand Sighs and Wiſhes for your Safety, 
She charg'd me give you, with the | 
pany be | I ay — — 


Ocdip. There's Magick in it, take it from my Sight; 


ne er return 


Fears. 

Oedip. Needleis! O, all you Gods! By Heav n I'd rather 
e fins wp. 20 may very Shoukiers | 
In the dear Entrails of the beſt of Fathers, 
Than offer at the execrable Act | 
Ege. why, O facred Sir, if Subjects 
Prefume to look tnto their Monarch's =— ” 
Why ſhould the Chaſte and Spotleſs Merope ; 
Infuſe fuch Thoughts as I muſt bluſh to Name? 


Oedip. Becauſe-the God of Delyhos did torewern me; 


Ege. 


With Thundring Oracles. 


* 5 tokyo 
not from rack d deſpairing Ki 
* or ſmalleſt Grain of what thou know ſt: 

then, O anſwer to my Doubts direct iy. | 
Why was I cal'd his Son? | 10 
Nccewa you as the faireſt Gife of Ne. 
Not but you were 2dorn'd with all the Riches 
That Empire could beſtow in coſtly Mantles | 


: Upon 
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OEDirus 43 
n of c Crown, 
DE IRE men 


Ege. 


To me he did bequeath your innocent Life; 
And I, the welcome Care to Polybus. 
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ge. dee 
That "he was of the Family of Lg. J 
I well remember. A 
Oedip. And is your Friend alive? for if hobo, | 
anne Crown. - 
e. Your biel —ê can vel 
he Eves,” or not; and who ks now 
Hs Pe: 


Winds, bear me to forme barren Iſland, 

e print of humane Feet was never ſeen, 

O* F * 

Their baleful Tops are waſh'd with bellying 

Beneath whaſh vehniatcs Mie ans bo wane: 

For Horrors that would blaſt the Barbarous World. 
Oedip. If there be any here that knows the Perſon 

Whom he deſcrib'd, I him on his Life 

To ſpeak; Concealment be ſudden Death: 

IR TINTING We 

Beyond Ambition's Luſt. das 
Tir. His Name is Plana: | | | 

Focaſia knows him well; but if I | 

Adviſe, Reſt where you are, and ſeek no farther, 
Ocuip. Then all goes - well, ſince Phorbas is ſecur d 

By my Focaſta. Haſte, and bring him forth: | 2 

Theſe Tex e Groans and Srogings? he Fab 

T ears, 

What ate thy Troubles? * 
Foe. Yours; and yours are mine: 


. Not for the World. 
By all the Gods, Pl know may Birth, de Death 
Attends the Search: Line and ott | 
The middle of the Stream; and to return 


Diftradtion, 
Keep from your Eyes mine the dreadful Phorbas. | 
Forbear this Search, I'll think you more than Mortal: 2 


Be gorg d with Fire, ſtab ever y vital Part, {<> 
And, when at aſt Pm ſin, to Crown the horrour, . - 
My pcor tormented Ghoſt tha!) cleave the Ground. 
To try if Hell can yet more deeply wound. (Ex. 
_ Oedip. She's gone; and as the went, methought her Eyes 
Grew larger, while a thouſand frantick Spirits 
Seething, like rifing 2 on the Brim, 


Peep'd 


436 OE Di1Pvbs. 
d from the watry Brink, and glow'd upon me. 
TI Res no more; but huſh my Genius | 
That throws me on my Fate. . 
O wretched Man, 'w 2 
Ride ſwifter than the ing Heav'ns 
With an eternal hurry of 
Nay, cher # time when cr' the rowing Yew | 
Seems to ſtand ſtill, dead Calms are in the 
When not 2 Breath diſturbs the drowzy Waves: 
But Man, the very Monſter of the World, 
Is neer at reſt, the Soul for ever wakes. * 
Come then, ſince Deſtiny thus drives us ona, 
Let's know the Bottom. _ ye ] =: 
Where is that Phorbas ? | 
Hem. Here, my Royal Lord. 
Oedip. Speak firft, Agron, fay, is this the Man ? 
Ae. My Lord, it is: Tho Time has plough'dthat Face 
With many Furrows fince I faw it firſt; (get it. 
Yet I'm too well acquainted with the Ground, quite to for- 
Oedip. Peace; ſtand back awhile. 
Come hither Friend; I hear thy Name is Phorbas. 


Was Employ- 
& 1 


For much he lovd em: oft I entertan ed 
With ſporting Swains, o'er whom I had command. 
h 2 —— — Oountry 
Didft thou moſt frequently reſort? Jo 
' Phor. To Mount Gabun, and the pleaſant Vallis 
Which all about lye its larg f 
Oedip. Come forth gem. Ha why eben! 
Forward I fly, and Fact to Face confront 1 OF 
Lock wiſtly on him, through bn, if thou dn, 
And tell me on thy Life, fiy, doſt thou know him? 
Pidit thou Ser ſee him? converſe with him 1 


* 


as? 


The Swadling-bands were Purple, . with Gold. 
Have you forgot too how you wept, and begg d 


More than is requiſite: and what of this? 
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Near Mount Citheron! 

Fr. Who, my Lord, this Man? 

Oedip. Man, this old, this venerable Man: 
ſt thou ever meet him there? 

Phor. Where, facred Sir ? 

Oedip. Near Mount Citheron; anſwer to the Purpoſe, 
"Tis a King ſpeaks; and Royal Minutes are 


Of much Save worth than thouſand Vulgar Y ears: 


Dic ſt thou e er ſee this Man near Mount Cir ro? ; 
Phoy. Moſt fare, my Lord, I have ſeen Lines like thoſe 
His Viſage bears; but —— not where nor when. 


Ege. Lot poſſible you ſhould forget y ur anc:cat Friend? 
There are aps 


Particulars, which may excite your dead Remembrance. 
Have you forgot I took an Infant from yon, 
Doom d to be murder'd in that gloomy Val: ? 


That I ſhould breed him up, and ask no more. 
Phar. Wi at-Cer I begg'd; thou like a Dotard, ſpeak'it 


is it mention'd now? And why, O 
thou betray the Secrets of thy Friend? 
De. Be not too raſh. Ther Nee gr a aft 

(cer d? 


A King: and here the 
Phor. Ha! whither would'ſt thou? O what haſt thou ut- 


bor what thou haſt ſaid, Death ſtrike thee dumb for ever. 


Forbear to curſe the Innocent; and be 

Accurſt thy ſelf, thou ſhifting Traytor, Villain, 

Damn'd Hypocrite, equivocating Slave. 

Per. O Heav'ns! wherein, 4. — have I offended? 


cannot win you, 


have me ſay ? 
ke from your Arms an Infant? 
1 Pl oy. 
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 Phoy, He did: And, Oh! I wiſh to all the Gods, 
Phorbas had periſh'd in that very Moment. 

Oedip. Moment! Thou ſhalt be Hours, Days, Yearsadying. 
Here, bind his Hands; he dallies with my Fury: 

But I ſhall find a way- 

Phor. My Lord, I faid 
I gave the Infant to him. 

Ordip. Was he thy own, or given thee by another ? 

_ He was not mine; but given me by another. 

Oed ip. TK and from whom? what City? of what 
Houſe? 
Phoy. O, Royal Sir, I bow me to the Ground, 
Would I could fink beneath it: by the Gods, 
I do Conjure you to inquire no more. 

Oedip. Furies and Hell! Hemon, bring forth the Rack; 
Feteh hither Cords, and Knives, and ful Flames : 
He ſhall be bound, and gaſh'd, his Than Bead af 
3 — 

Por. O ſpare m 

Oedip. Riſe then, I ipeak. 

Phor. Dread Sir, I will. 

Oedip. Who 72 that Infant to thee? 

Pier. One of King Lajus Fond. 

O:4ip. O, you mori Gods! But fay, who was't? 
Which of the Family | of ye it? | 4 
A Servant; or one of the 1 Blood? pq. 1 1 

Pur. O wretched State I dye, uale6 I peak; 

And if ſpeak,. moſt certain Death attends me 

Oedip Thou ſhalt not dye. Speak then, who was it ? ſpeak, 


While I have Senſe to underſtand the Horrour ; 
For I grow cold. 
Phor. n 
ö 
O you — e it 7. 
| Phor.. My Lord, the dl. 85 (bleart; 


' Oedip. Wherefore? for what? — O break. not yet, et, my 
The my Eyes burſt, no matter: wilt thou tell me, 
Or muſt I ask for ever? for whatend? 


r 


To murder it. Oedip. 


8 


What was the Number of th A 


OE DU, s. 


oeh O more than ſavage! nate her up ow 
Without a Cauſe! 
Phoy. There was a dreadful one, 
Which had foretold, that moſt unhappy Son 
Should kill his Father, and-enjoy his Mother. 
Oedip. But one thing more. | 
Focaſia told me thou wert by the Chariot 
When the old King was lain: Speak, 1 * thee; - 
For I ſhall never ask thee ou 


nates? 

Phoy. The dreadful Decd was acted but 2 one; 
And ſure that one had much of your Reſemblance. 

Oedip "Tis well! I thank = Gods! 'tis wondrous 
Ja and Poiſon; O there is no need [well! 
For my Diſpatch: And you, you mercileſs Pow'rs, 
Hoord i up your Thunder-ſtones; keep, keep your Bolts 
For Crimes of little note. [ Fall: 

Adr. He'p, Hemon, help, and bow him gently forward ; 


_ Chafe, chafe his Temples: How the mighty Spirits, 


Half ſtrangled with the Damp his Sorrows rais'd, 
Struggle for Vent: But ſee, he breaths again, 

And vigorous Nature breaks through all Oppolition. 
—_ _ my Ro 3 


o OI the hated Light, 

Why did you force me back to curſe the Day; 

To curſe my Friends; to blaſt with this dark Breath 
The yer untainted Earth and circling Air? 

To raiſe new Plagues, and call new Vengeance down, 
Why did you tempt the Gods, and dare to touch me? 
Methinks there's not a Hand that graſps this Hell, 
But ſhould run up like Flax all blazing Fire. _ 
Stand from this I wiſh N 


And come not near me, leſt the gaping Earth | 


too——bLo, I am already. 
— and claps his Sword 3a. his Breaft, - which A- 
draſtus ſtrikes - with his Foot. 
Adr. You B 


_ 


On, 1 


mY" OE —_ —_ 
— — 2d 


Are * the he dee, — 9 — Ur 10d bag 
Gu worſe than barbiroes Foes! nend 


— ww 1 Tal vat 
A* Tae Woes, ad jugs th +68 bor) +0-" 
If it be fit that flicks Wrerch . LITE wo 


O. by theſe unue'd to werp, n 
With the low 5 5 of a — 4 — 


As well th r 
| Ewe nk 


4 
Ar. you me tk impoſſible; 
And 1 with Jotice ſhould be thought your Foe, 
Te leave you in this T of your Soul. 

Ti. The baniſh'd Thebes, n. 
Th' infernal Pow'*ts themſelves exact no * 
Calm then your Raye; tnd ence mar Bakr the Gude: | 
Oel Pl] have no more to do with Gods, nor Men: 
Hence, from my Arms, avant. Enjoy thy Mother ly F 
What, viokte, with Beaſtial Apperite, b 
The facred Veils that wrapt thee yet unborn! ov 
This is nct to be born! Hence; off, I ay; 

For they who let my Vengeance, meke themſelves 
Accomplices in 2 horrid Guilt. 
Au. Lande 5. 


Gods, and jule in the — 
riſe, and Wrath: Divine be md. 
— mmm be. 
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A G my v. 80 E N E 1. 
| Enter Creon, Alcander and Pyraemon. 
On Hebes is at own; and all my W 
e e . 
Fortune and my auſpicious Stars have crown d. 
O Diadem, ens of nerf ora | 
Where all its different Lines are reconcild, 


As if thou wert the Burnivg-glaſs of Glory! 


: t I be Counſeller, I would intreat you - 
To cool a ittle, Sir; 


Thought Innocent, and therefore much lamented 
By — 2 you muſt mark him dead: 


Since not nothing but his Death, not 43 2 

an to doubtful Reign 

1 — to ſnatch me — Storm | 
Of racking T 


where the little Streams, wi 
Of Love, Revenge, and all the UnderPaſſians, 25 


As Waters are wy wk Whirl-pools — 5 
Wr 
— as * 


Hem. Thrice he ſtruck, | _ 
With all his Force, his hollow groaning Breaſt, 

And thus, with Out-cries, to himſelf complain d. 
But thou canſt weep then, and thou think ft tis well, . 
Theſe bubbles of the ſhalloweſt emptieſt Sorrow, : 


Which Children yent for Toys, Women train 
For any Trifle their fond Hearts are fet n;; 
Tet theſe thou think'ft are ample Satisfaction 
For bloodieſt Murder, and for burning Luſt: 
No, Parricide; if thou muſt weep, weep Blood; 
Weep Eyes, inſtead of Tears: O, by the Gods, 


Fe _ 
„ 
I” Tis I 
* - 
7 
V 


bd e e * Hh 
—— RR tho I no more 
n, til 


Will view with more durable Gliſies; 
The mighty e immortal Perſpectives, 

I find Beings: Take, he cry d, 

Take, N {= your fatal Farewel- view. 


When with. a — he ſeem d the Call of Death, 
With horrid Farce lifting his impious Hands, 
He ſnatch d, he tore, from forth their bloody Orbs, 
The Balls of Sight, and daſh'd em on the Ground, 
Cre. A Maſter-piece of Horror; new and dreadful! 
Hem. I ran to ſuccour him; but, oh! too late; 
For he had pluck'd the remnant Strings away. 
What then remains, but that I find Tirg'ias, 
Who, with his Wiſdom, may allay thoſe Furies 
That haunt his gloomy Soul} 
Cre. Heay'n will reward 
Thy care; moſt honeſt, faithful, fooliſh Hann! 
But ſee, Alcander enters, well attended. 
Enter Alcander, atiended. 
1 lee, thou haſt been diligent. 
Alc. Nothing theſe, 
For Number, to the Crowds that ſoon will o.] 
Ze reſolute, 
And call your utmoſt Fury to revenge. 
Cre. Ha ! thou haſt given 
Th' Alarm to Cruelty; and never may 
Theſe Eyes be clos d, till they behold Adraſtus 
Swetchd at the Feet of falſe Eurydice. 
But ſee, they're here! retire a while, and mark. 
Enter Adraſtus, and Euryc: Ce, artended. 
Adr. Alas, Eurydice, what fond raſh Man, 
What inconſiderate and ambitious Fool, 
That ſhall 2 read the Fate of 1 


— - 


N 
— 


Be wretebed in à Court with you. 1 


Fly from tumultuous Thebes, NN 
From Blood and Murder, ot 


Rapes, Death, and Treaſon, from that Fury Cyton : 

Vouchſafe that I, o'er-joy'd, may bear you hence, 

And. at your Feet preſent the Crows of ow. | 

[Creon and Attendants come up to him. 

Cre. J have O'er- heard thy black Defign, Auras. 

And therefore, as a Traitor to this State, | 

n Lot: Let it fuffice _ 

That Thebes ſurveys as a Prince; abuſe not 


Thebans, to you I juſtifie my Love: 
I have addreſt my Prayers to this fair Princeſs; 
But, if Tever-meant a Violence, 
Or thought to Raviſh, as that Traitor did, 
What humbleſt Adorations could not win; 
Brand me, you Gods, blot me with foul Diſhonour, 
And let Men curſe me by the Name of Cn 

Eur. Hear me, © „if you dread the Wrath 
Of her whom Fate ordain'd to be your Queen, 
Hear me, and dare not, as you prize your Lives, 
To take the Part of that Rebellious Traitor. 
By the Decree of Royal Oedipus, © 
By Queen Focaſis's „ by what's 


My own dear Vows of everlaſting Love, 
I here v to Prince Aba Arms 
Al that ths World con make ene Mitre of. 


Gre: 


+ 
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Follow, follow, 
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o be Woman! © OD © 
Draw all; and vehen. 1 give the Word; fall m. 
Traitor, re he Free or this moment 
— ho ſpot Rraight to be hewm in pieces. 
With twice thoſe odds of Men, 


Liberty. 
Cre. Fall on, Mlcander. 


acmon, you and I muſt wheel about 
or nobler Game, the Princeſs. 
A.. Ah, Traitor, doſt thou ſhun me? 


. nn OnuS be 4 
* 7 8 4 P ö | . 
Ex. fightmg: Creon's Party beaten off by Adraſtus, 


edip. O, tis too little this, thy loſs of Sight, 

What has it done? I ſhall be gaz d at now 

The more; be pointed at, There goes the Monſter ! 

Ner have I hid my Horrors from my felf; 

For tho' ag.» =» on. ry loft net 23. 

The bri , laring Opticks, 

Preſents i larger Size her n 

Doubling | pect of my Crimes: 

Holds Fancy down, and makes her act again, 
With Wife and Mother, Tortures, Hell and Furies, 

Ha! now the baleful Off-ſpring's brought to light! 

In horrid Form they rank themſelves me; 
What ſhall I call this Medley of Creation ? 

Here one, with all th Obedience of a Son, 

Borrowing Focafts's Look, kneels at my Feet, 
And cal's me Father; there a ſturdy Boy, 
Reſembling Lai juſt as when I kilbd him, 

Bears up, and with his cold Hand graſping mine, 
Cries out, how fares my Brother Oedipus ? 


What 


— — 
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Pair! O greatly wretched we! \ 


! | 
then? hat _ 
& Fury of the Gods? ps 
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Is heav'd no more: The buſie Emmets ceaſe; 
TD EET ati pts 
bf lov'd Lord, tho I Lease Ruin ys 44 


; by all my Miſeries, 


ay thee, O IF 
— from me. 


ra making e ro fy 


OE » r » ofis. 


ing cer thou 


=: 


81 


— -— "* 


d | 
Heart, I 
2828 der: Give gi 


— 8 


PN 8 


1 


y 
here 


blow my utmoſt Gale; 
— 9 143 


my 


e 
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: 'Tis Fate alone that makes us wretched, . 


For you are ſtill 


y Arms, 
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Night, u 
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Voice ſhe menac'd high, 
Add ently — d with ſmarting Sorrow; 
But what's all this to thee? thou, Coward, 
Art living, canſt not, wilt not find the Road 
To the great Palace of magnificent Death; 
Tho thouſand ways lead to his thouſand Doors, 
Which Day and Night are ſtill unbarr'd for all. 
| aſhing of Swords: Drums and Trumpets without. 
Hark! tis the Noiſe of claſhing Swords! the Sound _ 
Comes near: O, r 
Ik 1 but graſp a Sword, or wreſt a Da 
ll make a Ruin with the firſt that fal 
Enter Hæmon, wb Quark. | 

| Hem. Scize him, and bear him to the Weſtern-Tow'r. 
Pardon me, facred Sir; I am inform'd 
That Cyron has defigns upon your Life: 


Forgive me then, it, to preſerve rre you from him, 
Eonfinement. 4 


I 

Oedip. Slaves; unhand me. 
I think thou haſt a Sword: Tos the wrong fide. 
Yer, cruel Hamen, think not I will live; | 
He that could tear his Eyes out, ſure can find 
Some deſperate Way to Rifle this curſt Breath: | 


Or 
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Or if I ſtarve! but that's a lingring Fate; 

Or if I leave my Brains upon the Wall! 

The aiery Soul can eafily o'er-ſhoot 

Thoſe Bounds with which thou ſtriveſt to Pale her i in: 

Yes, I will periſh in deſpite of thee; 

And, by the Rage that ſtirs me, — 

In th other World,. I'll curſe thee for this — Exit. 
Hers. Tireſ:as, after him; and, with your C 

Adviſe him humbly; charm. if poſſible, 

Theſe Feuds within: While I without extinguiſh, | 

Or periſh in th Attempt, the furious Creon; 

That Brand which ſets our City in a Flame. 
Tir. Heav'n proſper your Intent, and give a Period 

To all our Plagues: What old Tire asg can, 

Shall ſtraight be done. Lead, Mazto, to the Tow'r. 


[Ex. Tir. and Mant, 
Hem. Follow me all, and help to part this Fray, | 


[Trumpets _=_ 
Or fall together i in the bloody Broi!. 
Euter Creon with Eurydice, —— and his Party 2. 
wing Groumd to Adraſtus. 

Cee. Hold, hold your Arms, Adraftus Prince of Argos, 
Hear, and behold; Exrydice is my Priſoner. 

Adr. What wouldſt thou, Hell-hound? 

Cre. See this brandiſh'd D 
Forego th' Advantage which =; Arms have wen, 
Or, by the Blood which — through the Heart 

Of her whom more than Life I know thou los ſt, 
PII bury to the Haft,-in her fair Breaſt, 
This Inſtrument of my Revenge. — 

Adr. Stay thee, damn'd Wretch; hold, ſtop thy | 
Se. Give order then, that on this inſtant, now, * 

This moment, = thy Soldiers ſtraight disband. - 
Adr. Away, dende fine bare has ſo alotedy 

Begon, and — * to the Villains Mercy. 
Fuer. Ah, my Aus! call em, call em back! 
Stand there; come back! O, cruel barbarous Men! 
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To periſh by the Hand of this baſe Villain? 
Why rather ruſh you not at once together 
All to his Ruin? drag him through the Streets, 
Hang his contagious Quarters on the Gates; 
Nor let my Death affright you. 

Cre. Dye firſt thy felt then. 
Aar. O, I charge thee bold. | 
Hence, from my ce all: he's not my Friend 
That diſobeys: See, art thou now appeas'd? 


| [Ex. Attendants, 

Or is there ought elſe yet remains to do, 
That can attone thee? ſlack thy thirſt of Blood 
With mine; but fave, O fave that innocent Wretch. 

Cre. Forego thy Sword, and yield thy {elf my Priſoner, 

Eur. Yet while there's any dawn of Hope to fave 
Thy precious Life, my dear Adraſtus, 
What-c'er thou doſt, deliver not thy Sword; | 
With that thou may'ſt get off, tho' Odds oppoſe thee: 
For me, O fear not; no, he dares not touch me; 
His horrid Love will ſpare me. Keep thy Sword; 
Leſt I be raviſh'd after thou art ſlain. 

Air. Inſtruct me, Gods, what ſhal Alraſtus do? 

Cre. Do what thou wilt, when ſhe is dead: my Soldicrs 
With Numbers will o'er-pow'r thee. Is't thy Wiſh 
Exrid,ce ſhould fall before thee? 
Adr. Traytor, na: 


| Better hat thou and I, and all Mankind 


Should be no more. 
Cre. Then caſt thy Sword away, 
And yield thee to my Mercy, or I ftrike. 


Arr. Hold thy rais d Arm; give mea Moment's pauſe. 
My Father, when he bleſt me, gave me this; | 


My Son, ſaid he, let this be thy laſt Refuge; 

It thou forego'lt it, Miſery attends thee: 

Yet Love now. charms it from me; which in all 
The Hazards of my Life I never loſt. 
"Tis thine, my faithful Sword, my only Truſt; 


Tho my Heart tells me that the Gift is fatal. 


Cre. Fatal! yes, fooliſh Love-lick Prince, it ſhall: 
Thy Arrogance, thy Scorn, 
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